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Excellent P O E M 8. 


"Het is the bet Phytician y you wil find, 


—— _—_ 
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That thus to pleaſing Mirth can fix your Mind; | 


That every Temper every ſott can pleaſe 
With ſuch Variety of | Songs a: as thele. 


FF 


by Fobn eulen at che Buck between the Two 
 Temple-Gates, Flert. ſtreet. 1707. | 
Price Bouad 25. 64, 
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To all ts Honeſt and 
Merry Souls in City 
Or Country. 


Gentlemen, 


His I entirely Dedicate to thoſe who 

are honeſt Votaries to Bacchus, (Zar 

not a word / omen; you know, in Drink- 

ing, there oth a Pipe, to purge the trouble- 
fo me Thoughts which intrude ſometimes up- 

on pleafant Tempers, and I now preſent you 
{{ meas for jour Meney) a PILL which nat 

only dilates the S as. but, by a Glaſs, being 

thus repeated to the Merry God, and by re- 

peating it titre a week, it will quicken your 


. Spir 2 Ot ' f Site 70 jour uſt bafi neſs, 
And raile ya aloe the dd thoughts of 


oo ch Care: [ wiſh it May hoe thele | 


 effefts, which, next to Money, I'm ſure it was © 
intended for; but I am afraid you will find © 
your in tereſt much ſuperiour to mine, which 
if you do, t ere will be a double duty upon 


Jus fiſt to ſatisfie your Phyfician, and after 
wards to Recommend. him 29 the r Teſt f the 


World. 
1 


| T HRerers no Pl irge gainſt Mc! ancboly, 
But Wiz: chus to be jolly; 


* 
* vb» 3 "Sy ag, f 'Y 
Att-Cic alt Di ves 85 VU Folly. 
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i ; (4-21 FP f "of, EY J | 1 4 p . = * ; i. „ 15 
f TCom pere . | Made 5 9 ö rt, 


H gain! 5 CF, and FARMS impure, 
Thou, thy Sens would ſt ccute, 
Take this, Coffee's not half ſo ture, 


Wanteſt thou Sroma:h Þ £0 Oy. Neat, 
N And „vod — t! fain re 0 Ec t Nea? N | 
5 Toi docs it more gs: Ci; ola 


Cares the 5 OE 7 BY Revives the Bloc. 
Puts thee in a merry Mood, 
. Who CAR den! fluch 1 Fj S0 - 


Nothing lixe to klarmießs Mirth 
Tis a Cordial on carth, 
That gives Soi a Birth. 


Then be wiſe, and buy, not borrow, 
Keep an Ounce ſtill tor 0 Morrow, 
Better than a pound of Sorrow, 
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Come liſten a while, 1 
Come tg, my Honey, 1 
Chloris now thou art, ff 
Calm was the Evning, — 
Chloe found Amyntas, _ 
Come ſweet Laſs, 1 
Come if you dare, - 
Amon why well you, ] 

1 Deel take 25 War, 

Dear Pickaninny if, 7 N 
Rem France, from Spain, 1 5 „ 
Fort!) rom the Dark, = | 39 f | 
Fear and Ten, Fidlers, . . 
From Twelve years od, . 91 
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L Hare} Work q, N 1 "BOP 1 
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Hi Vile are the Sordid, 
Ho 505 bay Boy, 
3 | He that intends to, 
le thats a clear, 
7 | Have your e'er ſeen, 
oO {| How unbappy a, 
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2 | He that isreſoly'dio, 
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7 Hark tbe Cock Crow'd, - 
F F thor ww old „„ 16 
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= Morin ſaid fo bis man, 
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F you wil Love tne - 
Jockey was 8 dawdy Lad, 
Jenny, my blibeft Maid, 

I often for my Jenny fav. 
In January aft, 

Jocky was 4 lrül, 
Le @ ſweet * 


Et Pine turn a Spark, 
Lay that ſullen Garland, 8 
Live off fond Hermit, 
Like 4 Ring without «ſage, 
Lament, Lament, 
Loe thee! Good ſcetb, HE 
Let us drink and be merry, 


9 Let's Love and, 


Ler the darin, 


| Lads and e, 


; Lis s Conſecrare 4 mg bt } Bow! . 
NM 
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My life and 2 death, 
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Since there's 0 mall, 
Sit thee down by me, 
2 Sing whbilfs we irjp 5 


Here's many Clio.” 
The Sun Led loos'd Ins, 
The Sleeping Thames owe morn, 


| To Horte, brawe B'ys ef Newmarket 


be four and rwenieh day of, 
Tom 6:4 Will Were, 8 
The Saget of Old, 


Tbongb Sylvia's Eres, 

” Thus all ur lives long wee, 

De Night her blackeſt Sable. : 
_ Twas ka 4 Furlong of Edinborough, | 

Tale nt a Womans anger ill, 


Tbe Born) grey Eya, 
Twas when the Sheep, 
| The Sim was juſt Setting the, N 
Tho Jock y Su'd me long be. 
= 1 6 pied thing tba⸗ now p adays, 
Tell me, je G d, 
De bright Laurinda, 
| There was 4 fowial Bagger, 
Tell me J-nnv, tell me roundly, 


Tel me no more, 0 more T am, 


© Then Beautious Nymob, 


There was @ bomy Blade, 
Twas early one morning, 
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ou ** Devil, 
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| A true Relation of the — Combat dns 
3 More of More: Hall, and the Dragon of Want- 


LD Stories tell how Hercules 


13 } A Dragon flew at Lern, 
oa | With ſeven Heads and fourteen Eyes | 
5 Io ſee and we!! diſcern; 3 | 


3 But he hed a Club 
5 1 Thi: Dragon to drub, 
Or he had ne'er don t, I warrant ye: 
+ But More of More- Hall, 
With nothing at all. 
He ew the Dragon of I tl. 
3 


2 Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


This Dragon had two furious Wings, 

Each one upon each Shoulder, 

With a fting in his Tayl | 

As long as a Flayl, | | 

Which made him bolder and bolder. 

He had long Claus, | 

And in his Jaws, | 

Four and forty Teeth of Iron, 

With a Hide as Tough as any Buff, 
Which did him round Inviron. 


Have you not heard that the Trojan Horte a 


Held Seventy men in his Belly? 
This Dragon was not quite ſo big, 

_ But very near, Il tell ye, = 
Devour did he, | 

Poor Children Three, 
That could not with him grapple 3 5 
And at one Sup, 

He eat them up, | 

As one ſhould eat an Apple 


All ſorts of Cattle this Dragon did eat, 


Some ſay he'd eat up Trees, 
And that the Forreft ſure he would 
Devour up by degrees. 

For Houſes and Churches 


. Were to him Gorſe and Burches : 


He eat all, and left none behind, 
ZBut ſome Stones, dear Fack, 
Which he could not crack, 
Which on che : Hills you will find, 


In Torkſpire near fair Rotheram, 

The Place I know it well, _ 

Some two or three miles, or chereabouts, 
I vow I cannot tell 

But there is a Hedge, 

Juſt on the Hill Edge, 


Pills to purge Melanchol = b ch 3 4 


And Matthew's Houſe hard by it: 
Oh there and then, Els 
Was this Dragen's Den, 

You could not chuſe but ſpy it. 


Some ay this Dragon was a Witch; 
Some ſay he was the Devil, | 
For from his Nole a ſmoke aroſe, 
And with it burning * 
Which he caft off, | 

When he did Cough, _ | 
In a Well that he did Rand by, 
Which made it look, | 

Juſt like a Brook, 2 
Running with burning Brandy. 


Hard by a furious Knight there dwelt, 
Of whom all Towns did Ring; 
For he could wreſtle, play at Quarter-Staf, 
Kick, Cuff, Box, Huff, 
2? CallSon of Whore: 
Do any kind of thing; 
3 By the Tail, and the Main, 
With his hands twain, 
| } He ſwong a Horſe till he was dead, 
And that which was angry; | 
He for very Anger, 
Eat him all up but his Head. a 


Theſe children as I told being eat, 

Men, Women, Girls, and Boys, MN 
; Sighing and ſobbing, came to his Lodging, , 
And made a hideous Noyle. N 
Oh ſave us all, 

More of More-Hul, 

Thou pearleſs Knight of theſe Woods; 

Do but ſlay this Dragon, 

We won't leave us a Rag on, 
We'll give thee all our Goods. 
5 B 2 


4 Pills to purge Melancholy. 
Tut, Tut, quoth he, no Goods 1 _ 
But I want, 1 want inſooth, | 


A fair Maid of Sixteen thar's brisk. 

And ſmiles about the Mouth: H 
Hair as black asa floe, "J 
Roth above and below, - | LM 
With a bluſh her cheeks adorning ; 5 T 


To noynt me ole night, 
E're I go to fight, ä 
And to "dreſs me in the Cao, 


This being done, be did engage 
10 hew this Dragon down; 
But firſt he went New Armour to ; 
-  Belpeak at Sheffieid Town, SY 4 
FEE by , 
Not within, but without, | | | 
Of Steel ſo ſharp and NY | 
Both behind and before, 
Arms, Legs, all o'er, 
Some five or fix Inches long. 


Had you but ben him in this Dreſs, 
Ho fierce he look'd and big 
Lou would have thought him for to be 5 
An Ægyptian Porcu- Pig: 
He frighted all 
Cats, Dogs, and all; 
Each Cow, each Horte, and each Hog, 
For fear did flee, 
Por they took him to be | — 
Some ſtrange outlandiſh Hedghog. 5 4 


To fee this Fight, all People there 
F © . - Got upon Trees and Houles, + 
On Churches ſome, and Chimneys too; 2 
But they put on their Trowzes, e | 
Not to ſpoil their Hoſe, OY 
As ſoon as he roſe, 3 | 


% A d ww» Kw.ccs, Ca op 


70 
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To make him ftrong and mighty, 
He drank by the Tale, 
Six pots of Ale, : 
And a Quart of Adu vitæ. 


It is not Strength that always wins. 
For Wit doth Strength excel, 
Which made our cunning Champion 
Creep down iuto a Well, | 
Where he did think 
| Thi Dragon would drink, 
And fo he did in Truth 
And as he ftoopt low, 
+ He roſe up and cry'd boe _ 
1 And Kut him in the Mouth. 


Oh, quoth the Dragon, pox take you come out, 
Thou that diſturb'ſt' me in my Drink, 25 
And then he turn'd and ſhit at him, 
_ Good lack how he did ſtink! 
Beſhrew thy Soul, 
Thy Body is foul, 
Thy Dung ſmells not like Balſam ; - 
Thou Son of a whore, 
Thou ftink'ft ſo ſore, 
Sure thy Dyet if is unwholeſome. | 


Our politick, Knight on the other ide 

Crept out upon the brink, 

+ And gave the Dragon ſuch a douſt 

He knew not what to think: 

By Cock, quoth he, | 

Say you io, do you ſee, 
And then at him he let flies. 
With hand and with Foot, 
' Andſotheywentto't, 


1 And the word | it was, Hey top hey. | 


8 


5 Pills to purge 5 


Your Word, quoth the Dragon, I don't underſtand 


Then to't they fell at all, 
Like to Wild Bears, ſo fierce, I may 
Compare great things with (mall : 


Iwo Days anda Night, 

Wich this Dragon did fight, 

Our Champion on the Ground; 
Tho' their Strength it was none 

Vet their Skill it was neat, 

They never had one Wound. 


At length the bard Earth beg an 1 for to quake, 
The Dragon gave him ſuch A knock, 
Which made him to Reel, | 
And ftrait way he thought 85 
Io lift him as high as a Rocks | 
| And thence let him fall, 
| But More of More- Hall, 
Like a valiant Son of Mort 3 3 
As he came like a Lout, 


So he turned him about, : os 
And hit him ? kick on the Art. ; 


Oh! quoth the Dragon, with a Sigh, 
And turned fix times together, 


Sobbing, and tearing, curſing and dente 
Out o kis Throat ot Leather, 2 


Oh, thou Raskal, 
More of More-Hall, 


Would I had ſeen you never, | 


Wich the thing at thy Foot, 


Thou haſt prickt my Arſe Gut, 


Oh, Lam quite uadone for ever. 


Murder, Murder, the Dragon cry d 


5 Alack, alack, for Grief, 


Had you but miſt chat Place, you could 


B Have done me no Miichiet ; 


Then his Head he ſhak'd, 
Trembled, and Quake d 


2 
% 
I 
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And down he laid and cry'd : 
Firſt on one Knee, 
Then on back tumbled he, 


50 groan, kick'd, 1 8 and dyed. 


The CLOAKS KNAVER 7 


* " Ome buy my new Ballad, 
1 have't in my Wallet, 


but "twill not 1 fear pleaſe every Palate : 


Then mark what enſu th, 
I ſwear by my Youth, 


That every Line in my Ballad is a; 
A Ballad of Wit, a brave Ballad of worth, 
N newly printed, and newly come forth: 


*Twas made of a Cloak thar fell out with « Gow 
That * all the . and crippl d the Crown, . 


N Pills to purge Mean, 


T'l] tell you in brief, 
7 ſtory of Grief, 


Which hapen'd when Cloak was Commander in Chief: | : 


It tore Common Prayers; 
Impriſon d Lord Mayors, 


In one day it voted down 9 and Players; 


It made People perjur'd in point of Obedience, 

And the Covenant did cut off the Oath of Allegiance. 
Then ter us endexegur to pull the Cloak down, 

Ta crampt all the . and crippi' d my Crows. 


Tt was a Black Cloke, 
Ihn; good time be it ſpoke, = 

That kill d many thouſands but never ruck froke : 
With Hatchet and Rope, 
The for'orn Hope, 
Did join with the Devil to pull down the rope: 
It ſet all the Sets in the City to work, 


And rather than fail twould have brought in the Turk 


Then ler 2s ende cuour, &c. 


It ſeix a onthe Tow'r Guns. „„ 
85 Thoſe fierce Demi-Gorgons 3 
> brought in the Bagpipes and pull 4 down the Org, 
The Pulpits did ſmoak. 
The Churches did choak; 
And all our Religion was turn Ml to a Cloak: 
It brought in Lay-Elders could not write nor read; 
It fet Publick Faith up, and pull'd down the Cree d. 
J Thenler 1 en ndeavour, GS e 


This pions impoſtor 

= Sack fury did foter,. ff 

It left us no penny nor no Pater Noſe 2 

It threw to the Ground | 
Ten commandments down, 

And (et up twice twenty times ten of its own : 


It routed the King, and Villains cletted, * 


_ To plunder all thoſe whom they thought diſatfetted. 
 JThm let us | IE, &c. 


— 


r 
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Bl To blind People's Eyes. Es I wy 
: This Cloak was fo wiſe, . 
jef It took off Ship-money, but ſet up rte 5 
jef: 


1 Men brought in their Plate, 

For Reaſons of State, 

And gave it to Tom Trumpeter and his Mate: 

In Pamphlets it writ many ſpecious Epiſtles, _ 

To cozen poor Wenches of Bodkins and Whiſtles, 
Then let MS endeavour, _ 


In pulpits it moved 
And was much approved, 
Por crying out — the Lord's Bartel, beloved: 
It bobtayl'd the Gown, 
Put Prelacy down, 
It trod on the Miter to reach at the Crown: * 
And into the Field it an army did bring, 
Io aim at the Council, but ſhot at the * 
Iten let us endeguour, — N 


1t raiſed up States, 
w hoſe politick pates | 
Do now kp their Quarters on the City Gates: 
25 To Father and mother, | | 
ns, { lo fifter and Brother, 
It gavea commiſhon to kill one another : = 
It took up mens Horſes at very low rates, 


And plunder'd our Goods to ſecure our Eſtates. 
3 Then let us endeavour. SO 


This Cloak lid proceed 
To a damnable Deed, . 
It made the beſt mirror of Majefty bleed: 
Tho' Cloak did not do 1 
ER eee | 
By rallying and calling his Journey: men to't 2 
For never had come fuch a bloody Diſafter, - _ 
it Cloak had not firſt drawn a Sword at his Maſter. - 
* Ten let us endeguour, c. 


B 1 „ Though, a 
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| Though ſome of them went hence 

By iorrowful Sentence, 

This lofty long Cloak is not mov d to Repentance, 

But he and his Men, | 

Twenty thouſand times ten 

Are plotting to do their tricks over again: 

But let this proud Cloak to Authority ftoop, 

Or DUN will provide him a Button and Loop: 
Then let us endexuour to pull the Cloak down, 


= And bis Parliament, 
*. ſacred and ſeculer Things my conſents ; 

; Sa Righteouſly firm, 
l Religiouſly free; | 

That Papiſts and Atheiſts ſuppreſſed may . 
And as there's one Deity doth over-reign u, . 
One Faith, and one Form, and one Church may contain us, 
_ Then Peace, Truth and Plenty our Kingdom will crown, 
- Mn all hs ag Plots and their Plotters ſhall down, 


| Blanket-Fair, or tho Hier 77 N 
Being a Relation of the merry pranks play d on 


the River of Thames during t he great Frift! 
Tune Packington's pound. 


| Cone liſten 2 while (tho the Weather be cold 1 


In tell yeu a Story as true as tis rare, bold. 
Of a River turn d into a Baribolome w- Fair; 5 


That the Thames has by half the whole Nation been croft, | 
| . * Land- man is now. become 1 of the Toaumes. 


Iis „ | 


4 
7 
- 
> 
. 


Tes baſely did ſever the Head from the Crown, © 185 | d 
Let's pray, that the Kg, - -— 


28588 28: 


In your Pockets and Placket: your hands you may 


<4 —— 


Since old Cbriſtmaſs laſt „„ ; ; 
There has been ſuch a Fraſt. ” a. 


Qn Scullers I pity your fate of extreams, 3 | = 


a vt © 


. 5 * : 
- . , . b 
* ———- " _— 
c * p 1 ST EASIER 
7 


e - "7 * 


You know he was ever a Friend to the Crew 
Of all thoſe that to Admiral James have been true, 


But ere four Moaths are e ended, "twill hardly b be ſo. 
Should your hopes of a Thaw by this weat her be croft, . 
Jour Fortune will ſoon be as hard as the Froſt. 


And Byeths made of Blankers that pay no ground-rent 3: 
With old faſhion'd Chimneys the Rooms are ſecur'd 
And the Houles from danger of Fire are enſured. 


From the Temple the Students do thither re ort, 
Who were always great Patrons of Revels and Sport. 


The Citizen comes with his Daughter or Wife, 
And ſwears he ne er ſaw ſuch a fight in his Life: 


Pilis ro purge Melancholy. 


Tis ſome Lapland Ar quaintance of Conjtrer Oates 
That has ty'd np your hands and Impriſoned your Joe: "+ 


11 


Where Scull; did once No ů 
Men walk to and fro, 


In Roaſt. Beef and Brandy much Money! is ſpent, 


The chief place you meet 
Is call'd Tempie- ſtreet, 1 
If you do not believe me, then you may go and ke't. 


The Prentices ſtarv'd at home for want of Coals 


To catch them a bea do flock thither in Ph. 


While the Country Squire 
Does ftand and admire, 


At the wondrous gs of Water and five, 


Strait comes an arch Wag a young Son of a Hbore, 


And lays the Squires bead where his beels were before. _ 


The Hotter dim Durchman with fleet cutting gates, | 
To pleaſure the crowd ſhews his tricłs and his fears, 
Who like a Rope-dancer ( for his ſharp Steels) 
His Bras and Activity lie in his Zeels, 


Here all things like fate 
Are in flippery ftate, 


From the /ole of the Foot to the Crowe 4 Pate. 
While the Aaböle in Sledges run. giddily . | 
And nought but a | Circle of folly is found. 
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Here Damſels are handled like Nymphs in the Bath, 
By Gentlemen - V ſhers with Legs like a Lath; 
They ſide to a Tune, and cry give me your Hand, 
When the tottering F 9Þs are ſcarce able to ſtand. 
Then with fear and with care 
They arrive at the Fair. 


Where Wenches ſell Glaſſes and crackt enen ware; 


To ſhew that the World and the pleaſures it brings, 
Are made up of brittle and ſuppery things. 


A Spark of the Bur with his Care and his Muff, 
One day went to treat his new rigg'd Xitcker-ſtuff, 
Let flip from her Gallum, the gay Damſel try'd = 
As of ſhe had done in the County ) to ed 
In the way lay a ſtump, | 
That with a damn'd thump. 


| 8 5 She broke both her $h509-- /frings and crippd ker kung . 
The heat of her Buttocłs made ſuch a great thaw, _ 


She had like to have arowned the Man of the Len. 5 


All vou that are warm both in Body and Purſe, 
1 give you this warning for better or worſe, 
Be not there in Moorſhine, pray take my advice, 
For ſlippery things have been done on the Ice. 

__ _ Maids there have been ſaid 
| To loſe Maiden. head. 

And Sparks from full Pockers gone empty to Be4. 

If their Brains and their Bodies had not been too warm, 
It 18 forty to one they had come to lets harm. 


: The praiſe f the TOY Ww 5th T £4 it t the 
Cream Por, Ir a Fading Roſe. te t He fe or: $97 "8 
6 Tune. . 


ET Wine turn a Spark and Ale haff like a Hector, 
Let Pluto drink Coffee, and Fobe his rich Neckar. 
Neither Cier nor Sherry, | 
Metheglin nor Pe, | 8 n 


* 
. ———— —— — N 


% 3 
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Shall more make me Drunk, which the vulgar call merry: 
Theſe Drinks o'er my Fancy no more ſhall prevail, 
But I'll take a fult wer at the merry Milt. ail. 


I praile « of a Diiry 1 purpoſe to ſing; 2 


But all things in order firſt, God ſave "The King, 
And the Queen I may lay, | 
That ev'ry May-day, 

Has many fair Dairy-Mz#4s, all fine and gay. 

Aſſiſt me, fair Damſels, to finiſh this Theme,. 

And inſpire my fancy with Strawberries and Cream, _ 


The firſt of fair Bairy-Maids 3 if you'll believe, 


Was Adam's own Wife, your Great- ä Eve, 


She milk'd many a Cow, 
As well ſhe knew how, 5 My 
Tho Bitter was then not ſo cheap as tis now 5 


She hoarded no Butter nor Chee/? on a Shelf, : 
For the Butter and Chez in thoſe days made it ſelf. 


Tn th at age or time than was no n 4 Money, | 


vet the Children of Iſrael fed upon Milk and — 


No Queen you could ſee. 
Of the higheft Degree, | 
But would milk the Brown Com with the meaneſt the. 


Their Lambs gave them Cloathing, their Cows gave them 


In a Plenrifull Peace all their Foys were compleat. 4 rus 


But now of the making 0: * Cheeſe xe ſhall treat, 
That Ri urſcr of Subjects, bold Britain's Clit Meat. 


When they firſt begin it, 
10 ke how the Kennet _ | 
Legets the nrft Curd, you wou'd wonder what” s in it. 
i hen from the blew whey, when they put the Curls by, | 
They look ju like Amber or Clouds in the Sh. 
Your Ty, hog Shorb-t and Arabian Tea DE 
Is Diſh-water ſtuff to a Diſh of a new Hey 
.: er i £00 = Heal and Brains, 
Tl aper drains 
And 
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And tho your Guts rumble twill ne'er hurt you r Brains. 


Court Ladies i'th* morning will drink a whole Pottle, 
And ſend out their Pages with Tiykerd and * 


Thou Daughrey of Milk, and Mother of Butter, 
Sweet Cream thy due praiſes how (hall Ino utter 2. 
Fer when at the beft, 
A thing's well ex refs? d, 
We are apt to reply, bars the Ooh cf the Feſt: 
Had I been a Mouſe, I believe in my Soul 
I had long face been drowned i ina Cream bowl. 


The Elixir of Milk, the Durch- men's delight, 
| ”y motion and tumbling thou bringeſt to light 3 - 
But oh, the ſoft ftream 
That remains of the Cream! 
5 Ola Morpheus ne'er tafted ſo ſeet in a dream: 
It removes all Obſtr uttions depreſſes the 5pleen, 


= And makes an old Bad like a Much 0! fifteen. 


- Amongſt the rare Virtues that Milk does produce, 
A thouſand more Dai ties are daily in uſe 3 

For a Puddrg I'll tell ye, 

er it goes in the Belly, 


4 Muſt have both good Milt and the 25 od the Fel: 5 
Tor adainty fine Puddirg without Cream or Mili, 
=. Ts like a C iuqen a Wife without Satten or Sill. 


Tn the virtue of Milk there's more to be muſter 4 
The charming del ghts of Chee Cates and — Cutordy I 
For at lortenbam-Court 
Jou can have no ſport, 


| | Unleſs you give Cuſtards and good Cheeſe Cakes fort: 
And what's Fack Puddirg that makes us to laughs 


Unleſs he hath got a great Cuſtard to quaff. 


Both Parcates and Fritters of Milk hea good ſtore, 5 5 
But a D-worſhire i hite-pot requires much more. 


No ftate you can think, 
Tho” you ſtudy and wink, 


From 


Pills to purge Melancholy. "BF 
_ From the luſty Sack-poſſet to poor Poffet-drink, 


But Mill's the Ingredient, tho Sachs ne'er the worſe g 
For 'tis Sack makes the Man, tho' Milk makes the Nurſe, 


But now T ſhall treat of a Diſh that is cool, 

A rich clouted Cream Or a enen 

A Lady I heard tell, | 

Not fat off did dwell, 5 5 

- Made her Husband a Fool, and yet pleas'd him full well. 

Give thanks to the Dairy then every Lad, 
That from good natur'd Women ſuch Fools may be had. 


When the Damſel has got the Cows Teat in her hand, 
How ſhe merrily ſings, while ſmiling I ſtand, es 
Then with a plealure I rub, 
ct impatient I ſcrub, 
When 1 think ofthe Bleſſing of a Slab : 7 
Oh Dury-maids, Mil- mai ds, ſuch bliſs ne ber oppoſe, 
It e er you'll be rp! ; 1 ſpeak under the fc. 5 


This Roſe was 2 Maiden once of your profeſſion, - : 
Till the Rale and the Spade had taken poſicſhon ; ; 
At length it was faid, 
That one Mr. Ed——mond = 
Did both dig and ſow in her Parſly-Bed; 
But the Fool 1 his labour deſerves not a Ruſh, 
For grafting a Thiſtle upon a Roſe buſh. | 


1 l — _ 20 
- 


Now Mil k-maids take warning by this Maidens fall, 
Keep what is your own, and then you =P all 5 
Mind well your Milk-pan, 
And ne'er touch a man, 
And you'll ſtil be a Maid, let him do what he can. 
I am your well-wifher, then liften to my word. 
And give. no more Milk than the Cow can | afford, 


'Fhe 


1 1. purge — 1 
The Old Mans W . = = 
tp fits wid 

LEE EEE "I 
„n 
— 1 
prov 1 bre to grow | old ( for 1 find 1 80 down ) ' 


Let this be my Fate, In a fair Countrey Town 
Let me havea warm Houle, with a Stone at the Gate 
And a cleanly young Girl to rub my bald Pate 3 4 
May I govern my paſſion with an ibſoluie w, Fi f 
And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears a ey: j * 
Wilkout Gout or Stous, 7 1 gen tle de Av. [ 
es In 


way : 


* 
1 


Dd 
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In 2 Ceuntry Town, by a murmuring Brook, 


With the Ocean at diſtance whereon I may look; 


With a ſp2cious plain without Hedge or ftile, 


And an eatie Pad-Nag to ride out a Mile. 
mu OY paſſur, &c. 3 | 


\ 


With Hor ice and Perrarch, and two Or three more 


Of the beſt Wits that liz '4 in the Ages before: 


Wich a Diſh be Roaſt Mutton, not Vin. jon nor Teal, 


And ciean { tho' courſe ) Linen: at every Neal. 
May { govern, &c. 


With bl Pudding on Sundays, and ſtout! humwing L. quor, 
And remnarits of Latin to welcome due Vicary | 


With a hidden reſetve of Burgundy W ine, 


To drink the Kings Health in as ot: as I Dine. 
May 7 gore. KC, | . 


0 hen the days are grown ſhort,and it kreezes and nous, h 


May I havea Coal-fire as high as my Noſe ; 


A Fire (which once ftirr'd up with a Prong) 
Will keep the Room temperate all che mort long. 


| ay I govern, &c. 


With a courage undaunted may I face my aft day; 
And when I am dead may the better fort ſay, 
In the morning when ſober, in the evening when mellow, 


Hess gone, and left not behind him his Fellow: 
For be govern'd bis Paſſiun with an abſolute ſway, 


Aud grew wiſer and better as bis ſtrengb wore away, D 


I 115 out Gout or Stone, * 4 . dec a). 


—— 6. 


The O14 W omans 1 35.7 Tins The Old Mans Wiſh 


L W hen my hairs they: grow hoary,& my checks they 


look pale, | fail 


When my forchead bath enen my exe · ſ 'ght _ f 
5 c 
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Let my words both and Actions be free from all harm 
And have my old Husband to keep my Back warm, | 
The Pleaſures of Touth, are Flowers but of May, 4 
Our life's but a Vapour, our Body's but Clay; 55 
Oh! ler me live well, ibougb I live but ore day, * : Tf [| 


With a Sermon on Sunday, and a Bible of good print, Let n 
With a Pot o'er the Fire, and good Victuals in't Ar 
With Sie, Beer, and Brandy, both II inter and Summer, May 
Io drink to my Goſſip and be pledg'd by my cummer, Tillu 
n n r $1 


with Pigs and with Poultry, with ſome Money in ſtore, In 2 
To lendto my Neighbour, and give to the poor : 


_ With a bottle of Canary, to drink without fin,  ©+- wit 


And to comfort my Daughter when that ſhe lies Ia, © #& 
T1 ke Tleaſuresof Jouib, & 


With a Bed ſoft and eaſie, to reſt on at night; 
With a Maid in the morning to riſe when tis light; 
Io do her work neatly, to obey my defire, 
Io make the houſe clean, and to blow up the Fire. 
e ane Be 


— m 
1 


With Coals, and with Bavins, and a good warm Chair, V 
With athick Hood & Mantle, when I ride on my Mare: | 


Let me duell near my Cupboard, and far from my Foes, | A 


With a pair of Glaſs Eyes to clap on my Noſe, 
; | The Pleaſures of Touth, æc. e 


And when lam dead, with a figh let them ſay, 1 
Our honeft old Gammer is laid in the Clay : ' 
When young ſhe was chearful no Scoſd nor no Here, 
She helped her Neighbours and gave to the Poor; 
Tho” the Flower of ber Touth in her Age did decay , 
Though ber life was 4 Vapour, that vaniſh'd away, 
be ivd well and bappy until the [aſt day. ; 


- mae 


arm 
arm. 


That pave 10 ber Paſſion an abſolute ſway, 


Without Ach or Cough by 4 tedious decay. 


Pills to purge Melancholy. 19 
The Old Woman's Wiſhto the ſame Tune, 


If I live to be old, which I never will un, 


I Tet this be my Fortune in Country or Town 
Let me have a warm Bit, with two more in ſtore, 


And a Luſty young Fellow to rub me before. 
May I give 10 my Paſſion an abſolute ſway, 


Til wit mumping © gruntix g my Breath's worn away 


MWicbout Ach or Cough by a tedious decay. 


„ In a dry Chimny Nook with a Rug and warm cloths, 


A ſwinging Coal-fire ftill under my Nolez 


- Witha large Elbow Chair to fit at the Fire, 
And a Crutch, or a Staff to the Bed to retire. 


May 1 give to my Paſſion &c. 


With a Pudding on Sunday, with Cuftard and Plums, 
When my Teeth are all out, for to eaſe my old Gums | 


With a dram of the Battle, each day a freſh quart, 
_  Reſery'd in a corner to cheer up my heart. 


_ Myy I give to my Paſſion, &c. 


With a Neighbour or two to tell me a Tale, 5 


And to ſing Chevy-Chaſe o'er à pot of good Ale, 


A Snuff-box, and ſhort Pipe ſnug under the Range, 
And a clean Flannel ſhift as oft as I change. 


| May I give to my Paſſion, &c. 


Without Pſy or Gout, may I die in my Chair, 


And when dead,may my Great Great Grandchild declare 3 


| She's gone who ſo long had cheated the Devil, 


And the World is well rid of a troubleſom evil. 


Til with mumpirg ard gruntirg ber breath wore away, 


Tom 
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' A 

Tom and Doll, or the Modeſt Aaids Delights No ons 
| * A Com 
e 35 55 ent: a Pei! Still ſhe 
CELEEELIL — — * — ie up. 
3 Fa Fo | = — | wr 


| WW" the Kine had given? A Pail full, 5 Sh 
: And the Sheep came blexting home, 3 
Doll who knew it would be healthful, | A 


Went a walking with young Jom: 
Hand in hand Sir, 
O're the Land Sir, 
As they walked to and fro. 
Jom made jolly Love to Dolly, 
But was anſwer d, Nos no, uo no, 10, xc. 


: Faith ſays Tom the time is fitting, 
We ſhall never get the likes 

_. Youcan never get from Knitting, 

Whilſt J“ m Digg ing in the Dike : 


, O-_—} 
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Now we're gone too, 
. ' And alone too, e 
lt. No one by to ſee or know; 
Come, come, Dody prithee ſhall 1 
Still ſhe anſwer' d, No, no, uo, no, Kc. 


Efie upon you Men, quotk Dolly, | 
In what ſnarcs you'd make us fail, 

...;* You'll get nothing but the folly, 

If; But I ſhall get the Devil and all s 

E \ Tom with obs, 

2 And ſome dry Bobs, 

+ Cry'd, youre a fool 10 arm? ſos. 

— Come come, Dol:y, nam 1 2 fhall 12 

* til ſhe anſwer , No, 10, uo, 70, Ke. 


To the Tavern then he took ber, 

d ine to Loves 2 Eriend confeſt, 

es * the hand he often ſhook her, 

Bit And drank brimmers to the beſt, Oe. 

— Doll grew warm, 
rn th ought no harm; 


Till after a br 3k l int or two, 
To what he ſaid the filly Maid, 


In the Country or the Town, 
And began to grow ſo mellow, 
On the Couch he 55 her dnn; 
| Tom came to h. 

For towoe Tor 

I Thinking this The ire to try: 
Somsthing veſt to kind at laſt, 
Her no was chans '4 t9 , 4h 15 7, F. &c. 


| 
| She ſwore V5 was the prettieſt Fellow 
j 


: 
* 3 
2 
& 


Cloſely then the oin'd their Faces, 
Les you know what 1 mean, 
Nor could he bin, ler his Embrace, 
Love was le tou tar got in; 


Sala hardly bring out, No, vo, 9, no, . 


21 


Botb 
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Both now lying, JE. 


ING There 

Panting dying, For 
Calms ſucceed the ftormy Joy, Brisk 
Tom would fain renew't again, She 
And ſhe conſents with J, J, J, I, I, I, c. And R 
The Wincheſter Vedding; or Ralph of Redding © we 
and Black beſs of the Green. 5 And 


e 


Sis — 


JT ARE 


T Wincheſter Was a Wedding, 1 
Ü de like was never ſeen, | „ 
Twixt 'uſty Ra pb of Rrddi-g, N | FE ©. 
An Donn black Beſs of the Green: On. 3 


The F:dtecs were Crouding before, 2 
Fach Laß was as fine as a Queen, There 
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There was a hundred and more, 


41 A Laß that was proud of her pet, 


For all the Country came in: 


$ Brisk Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 


She look't like a Lily o'th Vale, 


And Ruddy-tac'd Harry led May, 


And Roger led bouncing Nell. 


With Tommy came ſmiling K ty, 
He helpt her over the Stile, 


| And ſwore there was none ſo pretty, 


In forty and forty long mile. 


| Xt gave a Green-Gown to Betty, 


And lent her his hand to riſe, 


f But Jenny was jeer'd by Vatty, 


For looking blew under the eyes: 
Thus merrily chatting all, 
They paſs d to the Bride-honſe along, 


With Fobmy and pretty-fac' d Namy, 


The faireſt of all the throng- 


| The Bride groom came out to meet em, | 


Afraid the Dinner was ſpoil'd, 
And uſher'd em in to treat em, 
With Bak'd, an Noaſted, and boyl'd, 
The Lads were fo frolick and jolly, 
For each had his Love by his he, 


But iy was Melancholy, 


For he had a mind to the Bride - 


| Then Pbi lip begins her Health, 


And turns a Beer Glaſs on his thumb, 


But Fenkin was reckon d for drincing 


Ihe beſt in Chriſtendom. 


And now they had Din'd, advancing 
Into the midſt of the Hall. 
The Fidlers ſtruck up for dancing, 
And Feremy led up the brawl: 
But Mager) kept a quarter, | 


: 3 
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Cauſe Arthur had ſtollen her Garter, 
And ſwore he would tie it himſelf: 
She ſtrugl'd and bluſht, and frown'd, 
And ready with anger to cry, 
"Cauſe Arthur with tying her Garter , 
_ Had my d his hand too high. 


And now for throwing the Stocking, 
The Bride away was led, 


The Bridegroom got Drunk and was knocking 


For Candles to light em to Bed: 
But Robin that found him ſilly, 

Mioſt friendly took him aſide, 

The while that his Wife with Vily, 
Was playing at Hoopers-Brde s 

And now the warm Game begins, 
The Critical minute was cone 
And Chatting & Billing, and Kiſſing, 
Went NICHE round the —_ =, 


"Is rert Stephen was kind to Berty, 
And blith as a Bird in the ans 
| And Tommy was ſo to Katy, 
Ard Wedded her with a Ruſh Ri : 
5 bey that danc'd with the C ben 5 


An hour from the room had been Sone, 2 


And Barraby knew by her bluſhing, _ 
That ſome other Dance had been done; 3 
And thus of fifty fair Maids, - 
That came to the Wedding with? len. 
Scarce five of the fifty was left ye, 

That io did return _ ” 


John | 
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1 John Dory made N bis W into F rance. 


i * it fel on a Holy day, 
2 As it fell ona Holy day, 
And upon a Holy-tide a, 

And upon a Holy- tide 4. 


| And when Fobn Dory to Paris was come, 
; A litle before the Gate 3; | 
Fobn Dory was fitted, the Porter was witted | 
"MN let him i in thereat 4. 


f The firſt Man that Foby Dory did meet, TT) 
Was good King Fob» of France 23 | 
Jobs Dory could EY of bis courtefie, 

But fell down in a trance 4. 


4 A Pardon, A Pardon, my Liege and my King, , 
For my merry Men and fer me 3; 

And all the Churls in merry Fngland,” 
I' bring them All bound to n 


| and Nichol was then a Corniſh man, 
A ttle beſide Bobide a; 
I And he mann'd forth a good black Bark 
Win uy good Oars on a tide " 


ohn ö 


'* | un 3 Run 


Ihe ſounding Trumpets loud they cry'd, 


” L fo P e Melancholy. 


Run up my Boy, unto the main Top, 
Wag look what thou canſt ſpy a; 
ho! who ho! a goudly Ship Luo 6 ſce, | 
trow it be Joln D; 
They hoiſt their Sails, bal top aud top, 
The Miſein and all was try'd 2; 
And every Man ſtood to His Lot, 
| What c r ſhou. d betide 2. 


Th: Roaring Cannons then were ply x Fo 
And Þuya-dub- went the Drum a; 


10 courage both all and ſome 4. 


The grappling Hooks were brought at length, 
Ihe brown bill and the Sword 23, 
ae Dory at length, tor all his ſtrengh, 
Was s clap'd d faft under! board 4. 


4 Sd part of Job Dary, to "the [ame Tune, ud 
on Sir John 8— Expedaion 1 e 
1639. 0 ; 
g Sl Jobn got him an anbling Nag, 
| To Scotland for to ride : | 

With a hundred Horſe more chan his own, 


10 Suard him on each Be: 5 5 3 


No arrant Knight e'er went to fsh, 

With half ſo gay a Serado; 

lad you ſeen but his Look, you'd a {worn on b aBook, 
- He'd MIT's 'd a whole Amado. 


* 

* a 

A 

4 A 

* 

S: 

* 

37 

. 

"of 

« E 

; 

5 

* 


1 ills to purge Melancholy. 


The Ladi ies run Al to the aindows to ſee, 

So noble and gallant a fight z | 

And as he rode by, they began to cry, 
Sir Foby why wil you go to 4 4. 


But he like a cruel Knight rode on, 
His Heart would not relent a; 
For till he came there he ſhew'd no fear, 
_ Why then thould he repent £5. 25 


= The King / God bleſs ) had G ngular hopes, 
Ot him, and all his Troop 4; 

The Bord'rers as they met him o 'th? way, 
For Joy did hollow and . 5 


* 
*. ox PAR 


None lik'd him ſo well as his own Colonel, 5 
u ho took him for John Du- wart a 5 LE 


Sir Joon Was nothing lo mu 2. 


3 For when the Scorch Army came in af ight, 
All Men were prepared to fight a3 as 

He run to his Tent, and ask'd what they mean 
An 1 [wore he mutt ne eds go (hte 2. 


His Colonel ſent for him back again, 

To quarter him in the Van 4; 

+ But Sir John did fwear he came not there, 
| To be kill'd the very firſt man a 


To cure his har he wasſent j I the Re ar, 
Some ten miles back and mord :; 
Where he fell to pay at [ray trip for 8 
| ANN ne er law the ry more a; 
5 , 


37 


©. 


But when there were ſhews of Gunning and Blow: | 


5 The firſt that ever Thunder-bolt 1 


1 Pills fo purge Melancholy. 
The BL 40 K-SMITH. 


* 


„ 
3 


Ip al the trades t that ever fre. 

: There's none to a Black-ſmirh compared may be, | | 
; With ſo many ſeveral Tools works he. | 
Which no my can deny. 


Was a Cyclops of the Black-ſmith's trade, 
As in a learned Author is ſaid, 
„ Which no body &c. | 


When Thund'ring like we ftrike about, 
The Fire like lightning flaſhes out, 
Which ſuddenly with water we dout, 
Mich no ag” YC. 


5 F 
The faireſt Goddeſs | in the Skies 
Io marry with Tun did adviſe, 
And he was a Blut-ſmith grave and wile, 
Which vo boch ö 


Did build her a 1oun by day 5 by at 
And gave it a name witch was Hammerſmith hight; i 


Fidean he to do her right, 85 | | . | 
ließ no — &. ub [ 


wy —+ 


{egg * 2 


eee eee 


2 oe agg Ä . oo 4 12, 


> 
£ 
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Pulcan further did acquaint her, 
That a pretty Eftate he wonll ap point her, 
And leav- her Seacole- lane for a Joynter. | 

. ich; 70 body &c. 


And that no enemy might wrong her, 
He built her a fort you wiſhno ſtronger, 
Which was in the lane of rormorge?, 
Mich no body Kc. 


| Smithfiet he did clenalc from Art, 

Aad ſure there was reaſon ror't, 
For there he meaat ſhe ſhould keep her court, 
| Which 1.0 body &c. | 


But aſter 3 in a good time and tide, 
It was by the Black- ſmith rectifi d, 
To the honour of Edmand R 3 
c Micb no — &c. | | 


Put: n after made 2 train, 7 | 

__ Wherein the God of War was ta'en, 
Which ever fance hath been call'd Faul: 3 chain ; 
Which no body &@ 


| The common be it is ood, 


That a man muft Hit the nail on the head, | 
* dout the Black-/mith cannot be n 
3Freb mo bad Gece 1 


another muſt not de forgot, 


And falls unto the B/ack-/ruths lot, 7 


| That a muſt ſtrike while the iron i 5 hot 3 5 


5 Which no wy Ec, 


hack her comes in moſt proper and fe, 
The Black-ſmith's Juftice is ſeenin it, 
When you give a man roaſt-meat and beat him with the 
2 in hieb nobody &c- „ 8 * 
8 cz 
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Another comes in our Black ſmith's way 

When things are ſafe as old wives ſay, 
We have them under Lock and ET 
Which no wo &c. 


3 Another that s in the Bleck-/nith's books 
And only to him for remedy looks 


Ts when a man is quite off the hooks, 
. ch ro * &c. 2 | 


Another Prov erb to him doth belong, | 0 


And therefore lets do the Black-ſmith no wrong 2 
When a man's held hard to it buckle and thong 3 . F-.C0' 
| * Fich no body &c. 

* Another prover! ) doth make me c lang K-- * If 
Where in the B/ack-ſmith may gr 1. „ 
When aReaſon's as plain as a Pike-ſta > O*8 AD 

1 Wai e &c. 5 BR 
Thougt your Lawyer: trarel bath gear an 188 EN = Ne 


And by 121 pl;ading a good Cauſe may mar, oh; 
Yet your Bl 1: {nth takes wore pac at ie „ 10 ; Fo 
Wet ne body 8 1 CNN 


Tho vour ur Scrivener Cooks to croct add to E. : c 2-11} N 
By his counterfcIt. deeds and thereby doth* in, n . 
Yet your Black-ſmfth may forge 5 he ink es Th. 
Which no we, che — 


FT ho your bankrupt Citizens luck in their holes, 
And laugh at their Creditors and their catch-poles 
| Yer your Black-/mith can fetch ener the l. 
u 'bich no vody, VC 


Though Foley! in the ſtable be never cf neat, 

I0o look to his nag, and preſcribe him his meat, 4 

Yet your Black-ſmith knows better how to o give him a heat 
Which 10 boch, &C, | 
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If any Taylor have the itch, 
The Black-/1:tÞ's water as black as p. itch 
Will make bis hands £0 thorough ſtitch z 
ich no body KC. | 


There's never a ſlut if filth o'er ſmutch her, 
But owes to the B/ack-ſmith for her leacher 


For without a pair of rongs there's no man would touch 


Thich uo 50%, KT | (her; 


Your Roiring boys who every one quails, 
kights, domineers, [wag gers and rails, 


Could never vet make the - Smith cat his Nals 


VN lich 70 9075 &c. 


* If iny Scho! ar bel in Joube 5 


5 Now here's a good health to Bleck-/mitby 1 : 


' Welldrink it all off though it cot v5 afall ; 


And cannot well bring this matter \abous, 
The Bl:ick/mith can hammer it out; 
TM Veich 9 body ro | 


Now if to know him you would defire, 

You mult not ſcorn but rank bim higher, 
For what he gets is ont of the Fire; 
. &c. | 


And let it go round as round as a ball , 


17 lieb ro body CC, 


32 : 7 ills to parge Melancholy. 


; 


The BR E WE R. To the Tune af the Black. 


en. 


been i many Clinching verſe is made, 
” In honour of the BEN us trade, 
hut more of the H r may be faid 3 

: 1 70 body can dem. 


1 need not much of tis re peat, | 

The Blaciſnith cannot be compleat, 
_ Unleſs the Brewer do give him a heat 2 
wi zl no body can deny. 


When S. ug unto the Forge doth; come, 
Unleſs the Brewer doth Liquor him home, 
He'll never ftrike, my pot, and thy Pots Jom; 


wi ich no to: yo 42 dery, 


of all prof ſons in the town, 

"The Brewers trade hath gain'd renown, | 
His liquor reaches up to the crown 3 

Thich ng bod can dery. | 


Many new Lord from him there did C pring, 

Ot all tne trades he ſtill was their King, 
Tor the Brewer had the world in a ſling 3, 
| wich 10 6,4 can deny. | 


L He corneth all laws and Marſhal _ 
But whips an army as round as tops, 
Aud cuts off his foes as thick as hops; 
which no body an 4 eny. 


: He 3 foe riches doen to the "ERR 


And crys my maſters when he has got *em, 8 
Let every Tub ſtand upon his own bottom, 


which no body can — 


| = 
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. In warlike acts he ſcorns to ſtoop, 


ck. : | 


lee draus them up as round as a hoop 3 


For when his army begins to droop, 


which } no doch can deny. 


Tue Jewiſh Scot that ſcorns to Eat. 
Ine fleſh of Swine and Brewers beat, 
Iuas the fight of his Hogs-head made em retrea. 


which no body can deny, 


* Poor Fo chey and his basket , 
Was braten, and much blood was ſpilt, 


And their bodies like barrels did run a lh, 
w whichno ny can deny. 


$ Thou zh Femm) gave the firſt aſſault 


The Brewer at laſt made him to halt, 


And gave them what the Cat left in the Malt; * 


which no body can deny. = 


| They cry 'd that Antichriſt came to ſettle, 
Religion in a Cooler and a Kettle, | 
For his Noſe and copper were doth. ofons dictal. > 


which v0 boch can * 


Sade Chrittian Kings began to quake, - 
And ſaid with the Brewer no quarrel we'll make 
Weill let him alone as he brews let him bake 3 : 


which no body.can deny. _ 


: He hath a rong and very ftout heart. 
And thought to be made an Emperor for” © - 
„ But the De vil put a Spoke in his Cart : 


In | 


: which 10 bo can dery. 


| If any intended to 40 him liſyrace, 
His fury would take off his head in the place, 
He alway wid carry his furnace in his face; 


which no body can deny. 
E 
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But yet by the way you muſt underſtand, . 1 — | 


He kept his Foes ſo under command, Th 
That Pride could never get the — haw1 ; 3 
e which no bod) can Fs e E F 
He was a ſtout Brewer of whom we may brag ; : 9 - 
But aow he is hurried away with a hag, | 1 — 
| Hebrews ina bottle and bakes in a 8 5 „ 
which no body can deny. C : & 
And now may all ſtout Soldiers ſay, WE 
Farewel the glory of the day, 2 
For the Brewer himſelf is turn d to clay ; * a 
which no body can dery N + 
_ Thus ken the heave 8 the bold = of laughter, - 85 
We need not to fear, what ſhall follow after,  — 
For he dealt all his time in fire and water, — 9 
which no body can deny. „„ 
And if his ſucceſſor had had but his a 
Then we had not been ia a pitiful plight, 
| But he was found many grains too USAC 1 FE 
which no body can deny. . 
= Ler s leave of linging, and dick off our 1 
We'll call up a reckoning, and every man dub. 
For Tthink I have told you a tale of a tub; 
w Reck no wo can aeny. e 1 3 
TO 
The © 


e 


ius iu puge lille. 36 
The Infallible Dodtor. 


rom France from Spain from Rome I come, 
And from all Parts of Chriſtendum, 


Fot to cure all ſtrange diſeaſes, 1 3 


Come take phyſick he that pleaſes : 
Come ye broke n Maids that ſcatter, 


And can never hold your water, 


* . 3 n 


be 


I aa teach you it to kec p; 


And other things are very meet. 


As, groaning backward in your ſl-ep. 


Come an ugly dirty whore, 
That iv at | aft Thrcelcore or more, 


Whole race and note ftinds all awry, 


As it you'd fear to pas hr by; 


I can make her plump and young, 
Lufty lively and alſo ſt ong, 
Honeſt, active, fit to well, 
And can r call her Maiden. head 
All this is done as ſoon as aid. 
9 8 Ii 
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Tf any wan has got a Wife, 


That makes him weary of his Life 
With ſcolding, yoleing in the houſe, 


As tho the Devil was turn d looſe ; 5 


Let him but repair to me, 


I can cure her preſentiy 


With one Pill l' make her dei, 
And rid her Husband of that evil. 
Or lend her head · long to the Devil. 


The Por, the Palſey, and the Gout, 


Pains within, and Achs without, 
There is no diſeaſe but I 


Can finda preſent remedy : 5 
Broken Legs and Arms, I'm ſure, 


Are the eaſieſt Wounds I cure: 
Nay more than that I will maintain, 
Break your Neck, I'll ſet it again, 
Or ack you nothing | for my * 


G man has not, 5 


The heart to fight againft the Sc, 


I! l put bim in one, if he be — = 
Shall make him fight and ne'er fear kiling - 
Or any that has been dead, 

Seven long years and buried ; . 


l can him to life reſtore, 


And make him as ſound as he was before, 5 


Elle let him never truſt a me more. . 


: tif any man deſire to lire 
A thouland ages let him give 


Me a thouſand pounds, and I 


Will warrant him Life unleſs he dye; 


Nay more |'ll teach him a better trick 5 


ZE Shall keep him woll, if he ne'er be fick ; i 


Eut if no mony ſee, 
Anche with diſraſes troubled be, | 
Then he may thank himſeif not me. 
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4 8 0 N 8 made on the Downfall, or \ pulling 
down ahi „ An. * 1642. 


Ndonel undone ! the Lawyers are, 
They wander about the Town, 


: And cannot find the way to Weſtminſter, 


Now Chariyg-Croſs is down : 


At the end of the Sr the make a Rand, 


Swearing they are at a loſs 


N And chaftng ſay, That's not th. way, 7 


They muſt go by Charirg C 70s, 


1 The Parliament to Vote it down, 8 


1 


Concgived very fitting, 


; | For flat t could f. l and kill em all. 


I'th hou & as they were ntitting, _ 

h were infor a d't had ſuch 3 plot, ; 
Which mad cm ſo hard hearted, 

1 give exprels comman i, it ſhould be E 
Taken avian and carted Mcn 


For an» thing I know, 

| Than that lomkins and Chalenour, 
Was hang'd for long ago: 
| But as our Parliament rom that, 
Themſelves ſtrangely defended ; 
Jo ſtill they do diſcover Plots, ; 
|  Betore they be intended- 


2 For neither Man, Woman nor Child, 
Will ay I'm confident, 
55 They ever heard it ſpeak one word, | 
Againſt the Parliament: 

T' had letters about it ſome ſay 
Or elle it had been tree 
5 Fore-God I'll take my oath that it, 
Could neither write nor read. | 


The Committee ſaid, verily 
Io Popery 'twas bent, 8 
For ought I know it might be ſo, 
For to the Church it never went: 
What with Exciſe, and other loſs, 
The Kingdom doth begin, 


Wit hout Door, nor within. 


Methinks the Comman.Conncil ſhould, 
Of it have taken pity, 

Cauſe good old Cro!s. it always ſtood * 
Soc ſtrongly to the City: 
Since Croſſes you ſo much dif lain, 
Faith f I was as you, . 
For fear he King ſnonld Rule again. 

"RS pull down Fybura too, | 


38 Pills to purge Melancholy. 


Men tall of Plots, this might been worle, 


To think you'll leave 'em neer a Croſs, 


vu _ - I * 2 * 
. * ; OO 


| 
I 
4 
| 
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TON «a BEDL AM. 


Orth from the dark and diſma) Cell, 
And from the deep abyſs of Hell, 


dad om is come to view the the world again, 


* 
k To ſee if he can cure his _—_ d brain. 


Fears and Cares oppreſs my ſoul; * 


A 
F 4 


Pluto laughs and Proſerpine is glad, 


- Hark how the angry Fur ies how 


To lee Poor naked Tom of Bedlam mad. 


5 Through the World I wander night and day, 


To find my h ragg! ing ſenſes, 55 


In an angry mood old Trme, 


W en his Pencatcuch of Tenſes. 


£ When! me bs ſpyes away he flies, | 


For Time will ſtay for no Man; 


In vain with crys I rend che skies, 


| For Pity is not common. 


: Cold and comfortief j „ 


4 
F 
n 
5 
4 


Help! o help! or elſe 1 die, 


Hark I hear Apollis Tam, 
The Carmen gins to whiitlez 
Chaſt Dian he nds her bow, 
And the Boar begins to br. fle. 


Come Vulcan with tools and tacklzs, 

And knock cf my trouble ſome ſhackles. 
Bit Chules make ready his wain, 

To find my of len. es again. 


Lift ni. tht Th. 2rd the Dog: ſtar bark, 
Mars met. cus in the dark; 


La 


Limping Vulcan heat an Iron bar, 
And furiouſly ran at the God of War, 


Mos with his weapon laid about, 
Limping Vulcan had the gour, 
For his broad horns hung ſo in his light, 
That he could not ſee to aim aright. 


Mercury the nimble poſt of Heaven, 
Stay'd to ſe the quarrel, 

Gorrel belly Bacchus _Y beftrid, 
A ſtrong beer barrel: 


N To me he drank, I did him thank. 
Bur I could drink no Sider ; ; 
He drank whole Buts till he burſt his guts, 
But mine were ne er the v wider. 


Poor Tim i is very ary, . 
Altttle drink for Charity: 

Hark; The ar Acteon's hounds, 
= - The Hunts-man Whoops and Hallows 
1 Ringwood, Rockwool, Fowler, men, 
1 All the chace doth follow, ED : 


The man in the moon drinks Claret, 
__ Eats powder'd Beet Turnep and Carret, 
But a Cup of o!d Mg Sack _ 
Will fire tl the B Buih at his bark. 
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480 N G made on the Power of Women. To 
the Tune of the * 


W in you give me leave, and 1'l tell 1 you a tory, 
Of what has been done by your Fathers before xe 


It ſhall do more good than ten of ohn Dory 3 
Which no body can deny. 


1 
| 
J 


Tis no Story of Robin bood, nor of his Vaw- men, 

I mean to demonftrate the power of women, | 

1t is a | ſubject that's very common z 
Which no body S , 


DISC OY E 


Wyatt tho it be, yet u keep my Station, 8 T 


And in ſpite of Criticks give you my narration, ED 
For Women now. areall in faſhion, 1 
5 Which no dody, Ce. 


1 Then pray give me advice as Ach 28 you may, 
For of all things that ever bore ſway, 
A Woman beareth the Bell away; 
: Which no body & „ 


The gre ate Courage that ever rur'd, 

Was baffled by fortune, tho n-*cr ſo well ſchool'd, 

£ e Women can never be cool dʒ 5 
Which no body De. 


I wonder from whence this power did ſprings 
Or who the Devil firſt ſet up this thing, 
+ That un neither 3 prince nor n 


Weir * doth rule from C 26 to ih 

From finial Air to ſoldicr ſo luſtick, 0 5 

In fine, it roles all. tho ne er ſo robultick j 
5 _ Which no body Se. 


For 
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For where is he that writes himſelf Man, 

That ever ſaw B-auty in Berry or Nas, | 

But his eyes turn'd pimp and his heart trapan: 4 
Which no body d Cc. 


1 fain won!d know one of Jim's Race, 

Tho ne'er ſo holy a Brother of Grace, 

If he met a loole iter, hut he wou'd embrace; 
Which a0 bo Ay, Oc. 


| * hat ſnould we talk of Philoſophers old, 

Whoſe Deſſres were hot tho their Natures col id, 

Bus in this kind of pleaſure they con monly our a 
Which no Body, Se. | 


Cir Ariſtoile, that jolly old elo, N 
VWVrot⸗ much of Ferus but little of Bellow, 


which thew'd helov'd a Wench that Was mellow, - 


Wh: ch no body can fl Anf 


From hence do you think he derived Kdy, 

P roduc d all his problem a Sult & ſo ud ly. 
Iuas playing with her at Cuddic m Cuddy ; 

| Whach no ed Oc. = 


The n-xt in order is Sorte g ave, 


1 9 cur! 
And 
Fro T 


An E 
If the 


He m 


Who triumph'd in Learning and r vet gan; Ant 


His heart to 4/ſpatiz, and became her ave: 3 
Which no body e. | 


Demaſhener to Corinth he took a Voya ge 


We 


1 et 


We ſhall ſcarce know the like on't in thy Age e or my * 


And all was for a Modicum Pyeage, 
7 Which no body Se. 


5 The Proves in him a whit did not fall, 


For he had thoſe things which make men prevail, | 


A Sweet Tooth and a liq oriſh tayl, 
Which no . 
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NT 1 curgus and Folon were both Law-mai:crs 

And no Men I'm (ure are ſuch wieacr-s, 

To Think that themſelves would not be Ppartakers | 
rd © hich no body (gc. 


Jan Edict they made with Approb tion Y 


if the Husband found fault with his ves conſolation, 
He might take another for Procreation ; ; 
Which no body oh 


: f if the Wife foun! coming in tort, | 
The fame Law did r ght 1-1 upon Her repo: ©. 


» Whereby you may know, 28 Were Lox ers O h den, 


Which no bo.ly © 


| and: now let us View the State ofa Kine 3, 


Who is thought to hive tne World 'n 4 rs, 


by a woman is ca pt irated; pour thing 3. 
Which no e 85 | 


| Alexander the Great, who conquered all, 
And wept becaute the world was ſo ſmall, 
la the Queen of Ae, pit did fall ; 

[ | W aich no bod, Oe. 


gare, POR and Nero and cuigulz, | Fe: 


43 


Ly | , 


Were Rome's Tormetittors-by night and by day, F 
ret. women beat them at their own as Hs © 
| Which uo ory = N 
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Ark the th undring Canrons roar. 
Ecchoing trom che Germgs ie, 
And the joyful News comes o'er 
The urls are il! confounded ?. 


Torrain comes, they run, they run 


3 Charge your 7. oje through the hos half Moon, 
| | heb 323 Sire to none, 5 as | 


9 Ciote Four rake and each brave foul, 


Take a t:fty flowing bowl, 
A grand caroule to the Royal Pole, 
' The Empires brave defender; 
No man leave his poſt by ſtealth, 
Plunder the Grord i iſier's wealth, 
But drink a Helmet fal to th' Health 
of the __ 3 


7 itt, to purge Melancholy. 


s |} Mabomet was a ſober dog, 

" 4 A Small Ber drouzy ſenſeleſs Rogue , 
Fa. The juice of theGrape ſo much in vogue 
22 To forbid to thoſe adore him; 

I ad he bur allow'd the Vine, 

OR Given 'em leave to carouſe in IF ine, 
| The Turk had ſafely paſt the Rhine, 
And conquer dall before him. 


Wich dull Tea they fought i in vain, 
Hopeleſs Vict'ry to obtain, 

I Where fprightly , ixe fills ev'ry vein; - 
--=\FF Succeſs muſt needs attend him; 
| Our Brains (like our Cannons) Warm, 

With often firing feels no harm, 
While the Sober ſet flies the alarm, 
No Laurel can befriend him. 


| Chriſtians thus with conqueſt PETTY 

2 Conqueſt with the Glaſs goes round, 
| Weak Coffee can't keep its ground, 
Againft the force of Clare: 

Whilſt we give them thus the Foil, 

And the Pagan troops recoyl 

= 5 The Valiant Poles divide the ſpoyl, 

And in brisk Nectar ſhare it, 


! Infidels are now o Yercome, 2 
But the moſt Chriſti on Turks ar bome, 
Watching 8 fate of Chriſtendom, 
{ But all his hopes are ſhallow; _ 
I Since the Poles have led the Dance, . 

Let Engliſh Cr now advance, 
I Andifhe ſends a Fleet to France, 

| -He'sa Whig that will not follow. 


Ms | 


"2 
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ASONG 


V 7 E be Soldiers three, 
N Par donr⁊ moy je vous en prie, 
Lately come torth of the low Country, 
-With nevera penny of money, 
F 14 la la e aby. 


7 Here Good fellow 1 drink to thee. 
Par done moy je vous en ric 
To all good Fellows where ever r be, 
With never a penny of money, 

Fa li la li 1antdo ally. 


5 404 he that will not pledge me this, 
Pu doret moy je vous en prie: 
Pays for the ſhot what ever it is, 
With never a penny of money. 
Fala I 4d I. ro diy. | 


Charge it again boy, charge i it agaim , 

55 Pdonez 5 ni 7 % dous en prie, 

As long as there is any ink in thy pen, 
With never a penny of money, _ 

Fa {a la 4 lanido Si 


_— — 


II 


OS Sn 


yy 


11 — ! cou 


* 
— 
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4 50 NG. 


+ M Artin aid to > his Man, 
nee, 

O Martin ſaid to tis man, 

Who's the fool now? 

1 Martin faid to his m-- fill thou the cup, 

"oo and I the ca | 

Thou haft well on man, 

Who's the fool row, 


8 I ſee a ſheep ſh. ering corn, 

Fie man he; 

l ſee a ſheep ſherring corn, 

„ Who's the fool no: 

I fee a ſheep het ing corn, 

And a 40 blow bis horn, 
Thou haſt well drunken man, 
Who's the fool now, 
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I ſee a man in the Moon. 
._ Fie man, he: 
I ſee a man in the Moon, 
Who's the fool now 2. 
I ſee a man in the Moon, 


Clowting of Saint Peter's ſhoon, 


Thou haft well drunken man, 
* ho's the foo! now? 


I ſeea hare chaſe a hound, 
Fie man, fie: 
I ſee a hare chaſe a hound, 
| Who' sthe fool now, 
I ſee a hare chaſe a hound, 
Twenty mile above the g ound, 
Thon haſt well drunken man, 
Who 8 the fool now? 


: Iſee a gooſe ring a hogs, 
„ - Fe man be, 

I ſee a gooſe ring a hogg, L 
Who's the fool now? \ 
l ſee a gooſe ring a hogg, 
Andi a ſnai! that did bite a _ 


Thou haft well drunken man 


Who's the fool now ?£ 


I ſee a Mouſe catch the cat, 
Fie man, fie: 
I ſce a mouſe catch the cat, 
Who's the fool now? 
TI ſeea mouſe catch the cat, 
. And the cheeſe eat the rat, 


Thou haſt well drunken man. 


Who s the fool n now? 


N 
JO 
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yyne: liveth lo merry in al this land, 
As doth the poor widow that ſelteth the fand? 


And ever ſhe Singeth as I can gueſs, 
Wil you buy any land, any land, Miftreſs £ 


The Broom-man maketh his living moſt ſweet, 
With carrying of Brooms from ftrect to ſtreet; 3 
| Who would defire a pleaſanter thing, 
Than all the day long to do nothing but fing, 


7 The Chimny: ſweeper all the long day, 

| Hefingeth and ſweepeth the ſoot away: 

vet when he comes home although he be weary, 
With his ſweet wite he maket m ful * 


The Cobler he fits cobling till noon, Cs 
I. And cobleth his ſhooes till they be done; 
Let doth he not fear, and ſo doth ſay, ED 
For he knows his works will ſoon decay. 
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The Merchant- man doth fail on the Seas, 
And lie on the ſhip-board with little eaſe: 


Always in doubt the Rock is near, 
How can he be merry and alte good chear 3 


The Husband-man all day gocth to plow, 
And when he comes home he ſerveth his ſow. 
He moileth and toileth all the long year, 
How can he be merry and make good clear " 


The Serviog-man waiteth from fireet to ſtreet, 
with blowing his nails and beating his feet: 
And ſerveth for forty ſhillings a year, 
That tis N to make good chear. 


Pho liveth ſo merry and maketh ſuch ſport , 5 

As thoſe that be of the pooreſt fort ® 

The pooreſt fort whereſover they be, 758 
They g gather together by one, e and three. | 


: And every man will ſpend his penny, 
What makes ſuch a ſhot among a great many "8 


| 
I-17 
11 

5 


Co 


(ee N a qSHv.s_- 


FIRE 
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480 NG. 


4 


7 ly, prethee gb to bel, 
For thou wilt have 4 drowſie ned I. 


I To morrow we muſt a hunting, 


And betimes be ſtirring, 


L With a he, trolly loly, loly, loly, © 


Hey ho tro lo, lo, lo, ly, Ys. le. 5 


11 is like to be fair weather, 


Couple up all thy hounds together: 
Couple Fo.» wich little Folly , 
Coupie Iro with old Troly, 
With a hey tro ly lo, 0 ly, 
Tro ly 10, ly lo. 


EET e Finch with black Troſe, 
i: Couple Chaucer with Jumòoie: 
Let Beauiy go at liberty, 
For ſhe doth know her duty; 


5 


With a Nerz Cc. Let 
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Let Merry go looſe it makes no matter, 
For Clean) ſome times ſhe will clater, 
And yet I'm lure ſhe will not ſtray, 
But keep with us til) all the day. 
With a hey, Oc. 


with O maſters and wot you where, | . 
This other day I ftart a Hair ? 5 
On what call hill upon the knole, 
And there ſhe ſtarted before Trole. 
With a hey, Oc. 


And Joun ſhe went the common dale, 
With all the hounds at her tail; 
With yeaffe, a yatte, yeaffe yaffe, | 
| Hey Trol, hey chaunter, hey Fumbote. 
| Wich a hey, Ce. 


See how Chooper chopps it in, - | 
And ſo doth Gallam now begin; 
Look how Trole begins to tattle, _ 
Tarry a while ye ſhall hear him prattle, : | 1 
Wich a hey, GG. N 1 1 


For Beaury begins to wag har tail, „„ 7 
Of cleanly's kelp we ſhall not fail; 5 „ 
And Cbaumer opens very well, . 
But Meri ſhe doth bear the bell. | 3 5 

| With a hey, G.. | | 


| Go prick the Path, and down the lun, : 
dhe uſeth ftill her old train 
| She is gone to what call wood, 

Where ue are like to do no good. | 


With hey tro iy lo, 7 1 0 
tro ly lo, &-. IP 


I 


_ He was well ware o 
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| A SONG. 


Y Von Cater comes 2 courteous Knight, 


Luſtily 5 over the hay, 
a bonny laſs, 
As ſhe came wandering over the way, 
Then ſhe ſang down a down, | 
Hey down derry ; then ſhe, Oc. 


Jade you ſpeed, fair lady, he ſaid, 


Among the leaves that be ſo green 5 


| It I were a King and wore a Crown, 


Full ſoon, fair lady, ſhould thou be a Queen, 
Then ſhe ſang, down, Gc. 


Aifo Fn e fave you, fair lady, 
Among the Roſes that be ſo red; 
It J have not my will of you, 
Full ſoon fair Lady ſhall I be dead. 
Then ſhe lang, A 


f ; Then hs look't Eaſt, then he look't Weſt, 


He look't North, ſo did he South: 
He could not find a privy place, 
For all lay in the Devils mouth, | 
Then ſhe fang, Go. 5 
„„ If 


- 
O80 0 —— Ae tes , 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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if you Will carry me gentle Sir, 
A maid unto my fathers hall; 
Then you ſhall hare your will of me, 
Under purpie and under paul. 
Then ſhe ſang Oc. 


He ſet her upon a ted, 


And bimſelf upon ancther; = 


And all the day be rode her by, 
As thoug zh they had been iter and bro: he r. 


Then ſhe tan; g, Ge. = 


U hen dee came to her fathers hall, 
it was well walled round about; 
de rode in at the wicket gate, | 
Aud ſhut the four ear'd fool with our 
Then ſhe ſang, Cc. 


Von bid me quoth ſhe ) abroad in the field, 


Am. ng the corn amidſt the hay, 
Where you might had you will of me, 


kor, un 2004 faith fir 1 never ſaid nay. 


Then he ſang, © Oe, 


20 il 12 me C 0 amid the field, 
* 2 the ruſhes that were ＋ brown; q 


Werd you might had your will of me. 


But you hat not the face to lay me down. 
Then the ſeng, Cc. 


He pull'd out his nut- brown ſword, 
And wip'd the ruſt of with hi s lleeve; 


| And ſaid; Foves curſe come to his heart 


That any woman would believe. 
Then ſhe lang, Oc. 


When you have your own true love, 


A mile or twain out of the town, 


Spare not for her gay clothing, 


But lay her body flat on the ground. . 
Then ſhe ſang, Cc. 
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The Coun: y Maw 5 Ramble through Bartholom: W- 
fair. 


8 ches went the other day to 13 tou „ 
In Smitkfi-14 ſuck gazing. 
Zuch thruſting and ſqueezing, 
1 | Was never known, 
"MA Zitty of Wood,ſome Volk do call it Bareledom- Fair, 
But ches zure aought but Kings and N live there 


in Go 1 and Zilver, Zill and I luet each was areſt, 
. 24 Lord in his Zattin, 
Was bully prating, 
amongſt the reſt, | 
But one in Blue Jacket came, which ſome do Andrew cal : 
Adſheart talk'd woundy wittily to them mm 


41 Atlaft, Cutzooks, ke made ſuch ſport desen aloud, 
The Rogue, being fluſter'd, 
lie flung mea Cuſtard, 
| amiadſt the Croud. 
The Volk vell a laughing at me; then the Vezen zaid,, 
8 Ralph, givr it to Doll the Dairm-maid. 
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1 ewallowed the affront but ſtayd no longer there; 
I thruft and I ſcrambled, 

Till further I rambled, 
into the Fair. (were all at work, 
Where Trumpets and Bugpto's ,  Kettledrums , Fillers, 
And the Cooks zung Aere 5 yaw delicate Pig and Pork, 


T look'd t to ſee the 0 onders of the Vair, 
| Where Lads and Laſſes 
With Pat! ding-bag- ar ſes, 
Zo nimble were; | 
Heels over head, as round as a wheel they turn'd 3 
Old Nick zure was in their breeches withour doubt. 


To zee the vine Varies, 
Play all their Vagaries, 
I vow *twas ſtrange. | | 
3 266d them Uouc, Wi Country little Volk th ey were * 
A croſs brat anſwered me C -be were Cuckol 1 a 


I thru! and ſhov'd alorg as well as eber 1 coul. „ 
at laſt did Igrovel, | 
Into a dark Hovel, 


= They 1 me Cans, which coft a penny apiece, 
5 m zure twelve nc "Ye eonld vil « County- quart. 


The Devil a Penny, 
Was left of my Money, | 
Che'll yow and zwear, . doors : 


They dof my Hat for a Groat, then turn'd me out of F 
Adſwounds, Rulpb, did ever fee zuch Rogues & Whores. 


- io it woundly pleas'd 1 up: and Soon the Vaic did 4 range 


Where Drink was fell; (allbeart | 


| Che went to draw her Purſe, to pay them for theic beer, 


_—_ 


CT 


. 


4 
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| The Prodigal: Reſolution, or, my faber was born 


K, before me. 
2 | 
t. | 
i 158 am a 3 Lively Lad, 
Now come to one and _— 
I My Father left me all he had, 
art | Beth Gold and Silver plenty: 
- | Now he's in Grave I will be bows, 
The Ladies ſhall adore me; 
II court and kiſs, what burt's in this? 
er, | My Dad did ſo before me. 
er, 
My Father was a Thrifty Sir, 
12 Till Soul and body ſundred, 
4 Some ſay he was an Uſurer, 
ng For thirty in the hundred: 


He ſcrapt and ſcratcht, ſhe . and patcht, 
| That in her body bore me; 3 
But i'll let fly, good cauſe why, 

My Farher was born before me. 


„„ -: Dx dy 


„ il 5 to parge Melanc hely. 
„ My Daddy has his duty done, 


Tn getting lo much Treaſure, 
I'll be as dutiful a Son 
For [pending it in pleaſure ; 


Five pound a quart ſhall cheer my heart, 


Such Nectar will reftore me, 


ZBaut l'll let fly, good cauſe why, 


My father was born before me. 


My Gran um lived at Waſps tor, 


iy Granſir delv'd in Bitches, 
The son of old Jobn 9 wy 5 
Whoſe Lanthorn Leathern Breeches, 


Cry'd, whether go ye? whether go ye ? 


* hough Men do now adore me, 
They ne'er did fee my Pedigree, 
Nor who was born vefore me. 


My Gran fir ſtrir d and wiy 4 and thriv'd " 


Till hedid Riches gather, 


And when he had much wealth atchiev'd © 


Oz, then he got my Father, ” 
Of happy memory cry I, 
That ere his Mother have him, 
I n&er had been worth ont penny, 
Had I been born before him. 


To Free. ſchool, Combet lee, 2d GY 95 Tan, 


My gray-.oat Granſit put him, 
Till to forget he did begin 

The Leathern Breech that got him; 
One dealt in Straw th'other in Law, 

Te one did ditch and delve it, 
My Father ſtore of Sattin wore, 

My Granſir begsars Velvet. 


55 get wealth what care 1 if 


My Granſir were a Sawyer, 
My Father proy'd to be a chicf, 
And ſubtile Learned Lawyer 


By 
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By Cocks Reports, and tricks in Courts, 
He did with Treaſure ſtore me, 


That I may ſay, Heavens bleſs the day 
My Father was born before me. 


= Some ay of late a Merchant that 


Had gotten ftore of Riches, 
In's Dining-room hung up his hat 

His ſtaff and leathern Breeches; 
His ſtockings gartred up with ſtraw, 

E'er providence did ſtore him; 


5 His ſon was Sheriff of London, cauſe 


His Father was born before him. 


So many Blades now rant in Silk, 
And put on Scarlet Cloathing, 
At firſt did ſpring from Butter-milk, 
I Their Anceſtors worth nothing; 


I | Old Adum and our Grandam Eve 


By digging and by ſpinning, 


1 Did to all Kings and Princes give, 


Their Radical * 


Fi My Father to get my Eftate, 
_ Though ſelfiſh yet was daviſh, 

I'll ſpend it at another rate, 

And be as lewdly laviſh; 

From Mad-men, Fools, and Knaves ke did 
__ _ Litigiouſly receive it; 
If ſo he did, Jjuſtice forbid, 
But I to ſuch ſhould leave it. 


At Play-houſes and Tennis Court, 
Ie prove a noble Fellow, 
I Court my Doxies to the 
Of o'brave Bunchinello: 
1 Drink and Drab, I'll Dice and Stab, 
No Hector ſhall out-roar me; 
It teachers tell me tales of Hell, 
My Father | is gone before me. 
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Our 


7 Us live by Rule and Reaſon, 

5 Cauſe they are marching to their Grave 
And pleaſure's out of ſeaſon: as 

I'll learn to Dance the Mode of France, 

That Ladies may adore me; 

Ny thrifty Dad no Pleafure had, 

Ro hovgh he was born before me. 


Fl to the Court where Venus ſport, 
Doth Revel it in Plenty, 
I' deal with all both great and ſonal; 
From Twelve to Five and Twenty; 
In Play-houſes I'll ſpend my days. 
For they're hung round with Plackets, 


8 15 make Room, behold I come, 


Have at your Knocking Jackets. 


: 8 
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Our Aged Counſellors would have 
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4 Forſ. aken Lowers Complaint. 


Pill to purge Melancholy 


A $ I walkd forth one ſummers day, 


To view the Meadows green and " BAY: 


A pleaſant Bower I eſpicd, 


Standing faft by a River ide; 


: And in't a Maiden I heard cry, 


III 


-W 140. - 


vill 


Alas! ! Alas! there s none ei re lov'd as L 


i Then round the meadow did ſhe walk, 


Catching each flower by the ftalk ; 

Such flowers as in the meadow grew, _ 

The Dead-mans Thumb an Herb all blew, 
And as ſhe pull'd them ſtill cry'd ſhe, | 
Alas! Alas! none ever lov d like me. 


{| The Flowers of the ſweeteſt ſcents 


She bound abour with knotty Bents , 
And as ſhe bound them up in — 


dhe wept, ſigh'd and wrung her hands, 


Alas ! Alas! Alas! cry'd ſhe, 


Alas! none was ever loved like me. 


When ſhe had fill'd her Apron full 

Of ſuch green things as ſhe could cull, 
The green leaves ſerv'd her for a Bed _ 
The flowers were the Pillow for her head: 


Then down ſhe laid ne'r more did ſpeak ; _ 
Alas! Alas} with Love her heart did break. 


Lovers 


— — 


——— — — . 


—— — 


lv, ble; 


2 1 Loves thee for thy Eicklencſs, | 


And great Inconſtancy; 


For had ſt thou been a conſtant __ 
Then thou had'ſt ne'er loy* d me. 


1 ew for thy Wantonnefs, 


And for thy Dr ollery ; 1 


For if thou had'ſt not lov'd to ſ port, * 
Then thou had' ſt ne er lor'd me. 


3 love thee for thy Porerty, , 
And for thy want of Coin; 
For if thou had'|t been worth a Groat, 
Then thou had'ſt ne'er been mine, 


| Ilove these for thy Uzlinels, 
And for thy foolery ; 


For if thou had'ſt been fair Or w; ile, 
Then thou had it ne'er Loy' { me. 


Then let me have thy heart a wh lie, 


And thu ſhall have my money; 
Th part wich all che wealch 1 have, 


T n a Laſs {0 Bonney, 


ul. to Jorge Melancls oy. 
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| 5 De Love's Bacchanal. 


11151 


„ 


I Ay that fullen Garland by thee, 
L. Keep it for th' Elizium ſhades 
Take my wreath of lufty Ivy, 
Not or that faint Ilirtle made. 


] 
| „ 
| When t fee thy oul deſcending, 
| To that cold unfertile Plain; 
Of fad Fools the Lake attending, 
BY hou ſhalt wear this Crown again. 
„ | 


4 Now 
wes | 


3 Shall come ſoone! 


4 64 Pills to purge Melanc hoc). 


Now drink wine, and know the odds, 
Twixt that Leibe, twixt that Letbe, 
"Twixt that Lethe, and the Gods. 


Rouſe thy dull and drowſie ſpirits, 
Here's the ſoul reviving ſtreams, 
The ſtupid Lovers brain in herits, 
Nought but vain and empty dreams. 


Think not thou theſe diſmal trances, 
Which our raptuzes can content, 2 
The Lad that laughs, and = and dances, 
to his end. 

n 

| Sadneſs may ſome pity move, „ 
Mirth and Courage, mirth and courage 
Mirth and courage, conquers Love. 2 


1 then on that cloudy fore-head, 


Ope thoſe vainly croſſed arms; 
Thou mayft as well call back the bur ied 
As raiſe Love by ſuch like chm. | 


*F Sacrifice a laſs of Claret 


Io each letter of her Name; . 


Gods have oft deſcended for "= 
_— muſt do more the ſame. | 
Cho. | 
If ſhe comes not at the flood, _ 


Sleep will come, ſleep will come, 


_ Sleepwill come, and that's as 800d. ä 3 


kehre 


G9 n 


IN 


N e 
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„ Reciprocal Lowe. 


\ 


= I Love a Lafs but cannot ſhow it; . 


I I keep a fire that burns with-in, 


Raked up in embers: Ah! could ſhe know it, 
I migbt perhaps be lov'd again: 55 
For a true love may juſtly call, 
Por friendſhip love reciprocal. 


| Some gentle courteous winds betray me, 
A ſigh by whiſpering in her ear, 


Dr let ſome pitious ſhower convey me, 
| By dropping on her breaft a tear, 
Or two, or more; the hardeſt flint, 


By often drops receive a dint. 


; Shall I then vex my heart and rend it, 
That is already too, too weak 


4 


No, no they ſay Lovers may ſend it, 
By writing what they cannot ſpeak 5; 
Go then my muſe and let this Verſe 
Bring back my Life, or elſe my Hearſe. 
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Ince love hath in thine and mine Eye, 
. Kindled a holy flame, 
What pity 'twere to let it die, 
What ſin to quench the ſame? 

The ſtars that ſeem extinct by day, 
Diſcloſe their flames at night, 


And in a ſable ſenſe convey, _ 
Their loves in beams ot light. 


80 when the] jealous Eye and Ear, 
Aͤre ſhut or turn'd aſide, 
Our Tongues, our Eyes may talk ſans feac 
Of being heard or ſpy d. 5 
What though our bodies cannot meet 
„ res fue!” s more divine; | 

The fixt ſtars by their twinkling greet, 
And yet they r never NN. 


Fall 


And when I feel mine waſt away, 
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Falſe Meteors that do change their Vie 


Though they ſhine fair and bright ; 


Vet when they covet to embrace. 
Tall down and loſe their light. 


Thus while we ſhall preſerve from waſte 
The flame of our deſire, 

No Veſtal ſhall maintain more hare, : 
Or more immortal fire 


1 thou perceive thy flame decay, 


Come light thine eyes at mine; 


| m take new fire from thine, 


"The "Take. 


'E that A n 2 Tinker would be, 
L Let him leave other Loves, 
And come liſten to me 


* Though he travels all thie day 


He comes home late at niglit, 


And Dallies, and Dallies with his Doxey, 


And Dreams of cell, ht. 


lis Pot and his Toaſt in [the morning be tales, 


And all the day long good Mufick he makes; 


He wanders the world to Wakes, and to Fairs, 


And cafts his Cap, and caſts his Cap, 
At the Court and her Cares, 


4 | When to the Town the 7irker doth come, 


O ! how the wanton Wenches run? 


9 cone bring im Baſons, fome bring him Bowls, 
All Wenches pray him to ſtop up their holes; | 
Tink goes the Hammer, the-Skillet and the SCUMMET 3 5 


Come bring me the Copper Kettle 5 
| For the Tinker, the Jil /, * a 


fall 


The merry, merry Ti! ler, OE 
0! he is the Man of dietle e 
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JN the merry month of 1. 
On a morn by break of day, 


Forth I walk'd the wood ſo wide, 


When as May was in her pride; 
There I ſpy'd all alone, all alone, 
| Phillis and Coridon, 


£ Much 2doe there was God wot, 


He did love, but ſhe could not 5 


He ſaid his love was to woo, 5 
She ſaid none was falſe to you; 
He ſaid he had lov d her N : 


She ſaid love ſhould take no wrong. 


Tei would have-kiff ber then. 


She ſaid maids muſt kiſs no men, 
Till they kiſs for good and all ; 

Then ſhe bad the ſhepherd call 

All the Gods to witneſs truth, 


Ne er was loved ſo fair a youth. 


III 


3 — 


II II II 0 


1 


A 
L 


'F Unti 
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Then with many a pretty Oath, 


As Yea and Nay, and Faith and Troth: ; 
Such as filly ſheperds ule, 


© When they would not love abuſe g 


until her brightne!s was reſtor'd aguD- 


Love which had been long deluded, 
| Was with kiſſes ſweet concluded. | 


And Phillida with Garlands gay 
Was Crowned the hs * 


2 


55 Caſſandra in | Moni . 


' 2 » 4 


1 my Lute, ariſe my ; firing, 


And to my lad Caffandra ling; 1 
Like the old Poets, 


When the Moon had put her fable Mourning on, DS 


| Aloud they ſounded with a merry ſtrain, 


3 : 
, 
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I Too well I now from whence proceeds 
Thy «wearing of theſe Mourning weeds : 
In cruel James for thee burn, * 
And thou for me do'ſt therefore mourn. | = 
80 fits 2 glorious Goddels in the Skies, N 
Clouded ith" Smoak of her own Sacrifice . | F- 


Wear other Virgins what they wi mil 55 3 
Caſſundra loves her Mourning ſtill; 1 
Thus the milky way ſo white _ = + ol 2 


Is never feen but in the Nigilt; 5 5 
The Son himſelf, although fo bright he ſcem, | 
Is blck as are the Moves that worſhip LL ms 


But tell me thou deformed Cloud. 4 &- 
How dar'ft thou ſuch a Body ſhroud ? 2 
So Satyres with black e Face, | 1 
Of old did lovely Nymphs embrace: 1 
That Mourning e'er ſhould hide ſuch glorious Maids, x Wit 
Thus Deities of * did live i in ſhades. | Her 


_ Her Words are Oracles, and come 8 

(Like thoſe) from out ſome dark'ned room Tho 

And her Breath proves that Spices do 8 . 
. Schorched G‚ Am mme 5 
„If ſhe but (peak, an iis the appears J And 
Though all o'er black, at Lips She Jewels wears. 


| Methinks I now do Venus F py, 
As ſhe in Vulcar's arms did lie; 
Such is Caſſandraand her Shroud': "We 
the looks like Snow with in a Cloud : 
Melt then and yield! throw off thy mouruing Pall! _ 
_ Thou never can'Flook * until thou fall. — 
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Amyneor Difratted . . 


| = 2 2 _ 5 f 
1 e 


C Had a Cloris my Delight, | ond 
Hley down, Hey down, © 
4s, With Hair as brown as Berries; 
Her Cheeks like Roſes red and white, | 
5 Lips more ſweet than Cherries, 


Though lovely Black dwelt in her xyes 
| Hey down, hey down, 
| Like brigteſt Day that ſhin d; 
— And Hills of Snow upon her Breaft, 
1 Made me and all men blind. 


1 She was ſo ſweet, ſo kind, ſo 8 

Hey down, hey down, 8 

| To kiſs, to ſport, and play; 

4 But all this was with none but me, 8 
1 So envy. "ſelf will BY- 


the fed ker fock on youder Plain, ” 
Hey down, hey down, 

Tis wither'd now and dry; 

How can Anyntor longer live, 

| When ſuch things for her ne? 
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= he wandring Kids look in my face, 
Hey down, hey down, 
| And with Dumb Tears Expreſs 
A The want of Chris, my True Love, 
ST And their kind Shepherdels. 


She 1ov'd me without fraud or guile, 
Hey down, hey down, | 
But not for flocks or treaſure 3 
And I was happy all the while, | 
Baut now woe worth all pleaſure. 


af I» 


JD | | 


IB || qa 


| When he liv'd T went fine and gay, 
Hey down, hey down, | 
With Flowers and Ribbons deck'd ; 3 
But now 1 am as Sheperds ay} 
„»The Emblem of Neglect. 

. Where are thoſe pretty Garlands now, 

Hey down, hey down, 

Of Ivy and of Bays, 
Which Cloris platted on my Brow 
For Singin in her praiſe? 


With naked Legs and Arms 1 80, 
Hey down, hey down, 
555 For why the Clothes I wore, 
With Bonnets, Scarfs, and many mo, 
Upon her Grave lie tore. 


I 


„ 


For woe is me I ſhould be warm, 
Hey down, hey down, 
Or any Comfort have, 
„„ long as my dear Cloris lies 
| So cold within her Grave. 


I'll gather Ricks and make a fir e, 1 
Hley down, hey down, 
To warm her where ſhe lies 
9 Mirtles, Cypreſs, and Sweet-Bryer, -:: 
And then perhaps el riſe, 16 


> 
rt 
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To yo Virgins ASONG, 


oats lt - : 


i i if e er at length it prove, 
My Deſtiny to be, to be in Love, 
Pray wiſh me ſuch a Fate: | 
May Wit and Prudence be my guide, 
And may a little decent Pride, 
My Attions regulate, 


To 2 on a 
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N Vigins if e'er Tam in Love, 
Pray wiſh me 2 a Fate. 


Such ſtatelineſs I mean as may 

Keep Nauſcous Fools and Fops, and Fop: away ' 

But ſtill oblige the wiſe : 

That may ſecure my Modefty, . 

And Euardian to my Honour be, MN 
When Paſſion does ariſe, RE. = 


= 2 Virgins if er I am in Love, . : | | | 


When firſt a Lover I Commence, = 
May it be with a Man, a Man of Senſe, 35% 


And Learned Education: _ b5 
May all his Courtſhip eaſie be, q 
Neither too formal, nor too . 

But wiſely ſhew his TR 1 + & 
L Virgins, Ce. N | „ N 2 _” 7 
May his Eſtate agree with mine, „ on T 
That nothing look like a Deſign, | 75 

Io bring us into Sorrow: GE Ge. 
Grant me all this that I have ſaid, SS 
Aud willingly I'll live a Maid 3 

No longer than to morrow. | 1 
4 Virgins, oc, „ n 
0 | | = 

„ 

- WA 

1 

For 


2 * 


A SONG. 
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7 He Sun had loos'd his weaty Team,” 


And turn'd” his Steeds a grazing » 


1 Ten Fathoms deep in Neptunes Stream, 


His Thetis was embracing : 


| The stars they tripp'd in the firmaneat, 
Like Milkmaids on a Mꝶy- day ; 3 


Or Country Laſſes a Mumming ſent, 
Or School boys on a Play-day. 


Apace came on the grey⸗ ey d Morn, 
The Herds in Fields were lowing ; 


And mongſt the Poultry in the Barn, 
| The Ploughman' s Cock late crowing 5 _. 
| When Kyoger dreaming of Golden Joys, Ts 

Was wak'd by a bawling Rout Sir; 
For Ciſiy told him, he needs muſt r iſe, 


His "D's was crying out, 5 Sir. 


E 2 
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Not half ſo quickly the Cups So round, 


At the tapping a good Ale Firkin; = 
As Roger Hoſen and Shoon had found, B 
And button'd his Leather Jerkin: 1 


Gray Mare was ſadd'd with wondrous ſpect. 
With Pillion on Bitttock right Sir, — 
And thus he to an old Midwife rid, | 

Io bring the poor Kid to light, Sir, 2 


up, up dear Mother, then Roger crys, —_— 

fi The Fruit of my Labour's now come; e 1 

la Fuggy's belly it ſprawling liess 3 

l Andl cannot get out till you come. 5 
I'll help it, icrys the old Hag, neer doubt. "- 

Thy Jug ſhallgace well again, Boy z ED 


I'll get the Urchin as ſafely out, 
Ass evxer it did get in, Boy. | 


7 The Mare now Buſtles with all her feet, 
No whipping or Spurs were wanting; 
At laft into the good Houſe they get, 
And Mew ſoon cry'd the Bantling : 

A Female Chit ſo ſmall was born, 
They put it into a Flagonz; 

And muſt be chriften'd that very morn, 
For fear it ſhould die a Pagan, 


CF ; + 


Now Roger ſtruts about the Hall, 
4a s great as the Prince of Conde; 
The Midwife crys, her Parts are (mall, 
But they will grow larger one day: 
What tho her thighs and Legs lie cloſe, 
And little as any Spider 55 
They will when up to her teens ſhe grows, | 
By grace of the Lord lie wider. 


And now the me rry Spic'd-bow!s went round, 
The Goſſips were void of ſhame too; 

In butter'd Ale the Prieft half drown'd, 1 
Demands the infant's Name too, Fome 


| For ſhe would have it Canicula, 
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some calld it Phil, ſome Florida, 


But Kate was allow'd the beft hint; 
SQauſe there was a pretty Jett in't. 


Thus Cumy of Winch:ſler was known, 
And famous in Rent and Dover; 


2 | And highly rated in Loden Town, 
And courted the Kingdom over: 


| The Charms of Cumy by Sea and Land, 


bn Whilſt there is a Man in Nature, 


Fn 


_ - Subdues each human Creature; 
And will our ftubborn Hearts command, 


- — 


F Our and Twenty Fidlers all in a row, _ 
1 And there was Fidle, fidle, and twice Fidle, fidle 3 


| 'Cauie twas my Lady's Birthday, 


Therefore we kept Holy-day, 
And all went to be Merry, 


Four and twenty Drummers all in a row, : : 
And there was Tan tarra, rara, tan, tan tarra, rara, 
e ee 1 Four. 
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Four and twenty Tabers and Pipers all in a row, 
And there was whif and Dub, and tan tarra rara, . 


| Four and twenty Women all in a row, 


And there was Title Tatle, and twice Prick: Prat! £13 
And whif and Dub, Sc. 


Four and twenty Sirging · men all in a row, | 
And there was Fa la, la, la, boy 12 la, la, Wa „la, 4 5 
And there was I itle, Cc. | 


four and twenty Fencirg maſters all in a row, 


Apd this and that and down to the legs clap, Sir, 
And cut um off, and Fa, Oe, 


5 pour and twenty Layers all in a rom, . 
An there was Omne Quod exit in um damnno ſed 
Plus Dann Decorum, and there was this and that, Oe. 


Four and twenty Simmer all ina row, 
And there was Rare Claret and H bite, 155 er run 


Vorſe in my life, and Excellent good Canary drawn off 


the Lees of Sherry, if you do not like it, 
Omne Quo, cc. : 


Four and twenty Parliament Men all in a row, 
And there was Loyalty and Reaſon without a word 
of Treaſon, and there was rare Claret, &c. 


Four and twenty Dutch. ne all in a rou, 

And there was Alter Malter Van tor Dyken Sapen Loben 
de Hague, Van Rottyck, Van. tonſtick de Brille, Yan . 
Van Foerſtick and Soartrag Van Hog Herier-V/on-Donels 
Rare Cc laret and Hbite. Ke. I 


| * 2 2 
5 = 


| 


2 
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A Peagar got a Beadle, 


And a Beadle got a Yeoman; 


A Yeowan got a Prentice, 


And a Prentice got a Free- man: 
The Free-man got a Maſter, 
The Maſter got a Lee, K; 
The Leaſe made him a Gentle- mas, 

and Juſtice of the Peace. 


The Juſtice being Rich, 


And Gallant in defire; 


| He Merry'd with a Lady, 
And fo he gota Squire: 


The Squire got a Knight, 
Of courage Bold and Stout 

The Kaight he. got a Lord, 
And ſo it came about, 


The Lord he got an Earl, 
His Country he forſook ; 


He Travell'd into Spain, 


And there he got a Duke: TSS 3 
E 4 The 
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The Duke he got a Prince, 
The Prince a King of hope; 

The King he got an Eero, 
The Emperor got a 1 


Thus as it was feigned, 
The Pedigree did run; 
I be Pope he got a kryer, 
The Fryer he got a Nun: 
The Nun by chance did Sable. 
And on her back ſhe ſank, 
I he Fryer he fell a top of her, 
And lothey got a Mont. 


The Monk he had a don, = 

With whom he did inhabit 
Who when the father died, 
The Son be came Lord Abbot ; 
Tord Abbot had a Maid, 5 
And he catch't her in the Aark 3 : 
And ſomething he did to her. 

And ſo begot a Clark. 


The Clark he got Sexton, 
I.hue Sexpton a Digger; 

The Digger got a Prebend, 
The Prebend got aVicar;, 
The Vicar got an Attorney, 
The which he took in ſnuff; 
The Attorney got a Barriſter, 
The Barriſter got a ruff, 


The ruff did get good Counſelt, 
_ _ Good Counſell got a Fee; 
The Fee did get a Motion, 8 
That it might pleaded be, 
The Motion got a Judgment, 
And fo it came to paſs; 


A Beggars Bratt, a Scolding Knaye, 


A crafty Lawyer Was. 


Bl Ill Will. 


7 
| Z 


4 
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By two contending Charons toſt; 
I landed and I found, 
By one of Nepwre's jugling, Tricks, 


Enchanted Thames was turn'd to Styx, 


Lunbeib th Elyſian Ground. 


} The Dirty Liakboy of The Day; -... 
To make himlelf more freſh and gay, 


I Ti b Thames one morn 1 cross d, 


Had ſpent five Hours, and more z 


14 Scarce had he comb'd and curl'd his Hare, 


When out there comes a brighter Fair, 
Eclips d him o'er and oer. 


14 The dazyd Boy wou'dl have retir'd, 


But duck not becauſe, he. was hir' a 


To 
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To light the purblind Skies: 
But all on earth will ſwear and ſay, 
They faw no other Sun that Day, 
Nor heay'n but in her Eyes. 


Her Dy Eyes both warm and ſhine, 
And her dark Brows do them enſhrine, 
Like Love's Triumphal Arch: 
Their Firmament is Red and White, 
 Whiltt the other Heav'n is but bedight, 
With Indigo and Starch, 


| Her face a Civil War had bred; | 
Betwixt the White Roſe and the Red: 
Then Troops of Bluſhes came, 


And charg'd the White with Might and _ - 


But ſtoutly were repuls'd again, | 
" Revrenrng back with ſhame. 


3 was the War, and ſharp the Fight; * 
It laſted dubious until Night, 

Es Which wou'd to the ather viel d 
At laft the Armies both ſtood ſtill, | 
Andꝭ left the Bridegroom at his Will, 

The Pillage of the Field. 


Bot oh, ſuch Spoi 15! which to compare, 
A Throne is but a rotten Chair, 

| And Scepters are but fticks : 

The Crownit ſelf twere but a Bonnet, 
Tf her Poſſeſſion lay upon it, 


W hat Prince wou'd not here fix ? £2 


| Heay ns Maſter · peice Divineſt frame, 

That c'er was ſpoke of yet by Fame, 
Nich Nature's utmoſt Cie; j 

The Harveft of all former years, 

The paſt's diſgrace, the future's fears, 

an! glory of this \ ge. 85 


24 
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Thus to the Parſon's Shop they trade, 

And a ſlight bargain their is made, 
To make Him her Supreme : 

The Angels pearch'd about her Light, 


And Saints themſelves had Appetite, 


Zut I will not blaſpheme. 
The Parſon did his Conſcience ask, 


| If He were fit for ſuch a Task, 


And cou'd perform his Duty? 


| Then ftraight the Man put on the Ring, 


The Emblem of another thing, 
When ſtrength is joyn d to > Beauty. 


1 A model Cloud her face invades, 
5 And wraps it up in Sarſnet ſhades, | 


While thus they mingle hands ; ; 


|} And then ſhe was oblig d to ſay, 
| Thoſe Bugbear Words Love and Obey, 


Dot: meant her own commands. 


The « envious Maids lookt round about, 


1 To ſee what one wou'd take them out, 


To terminate their pains; | 

For tho they Covet, and are Croſs, 

Yet ſtill they value more one Loſs, 
Then many thouſand Gains. 


Knights of the Garter two were call , 
Knights of the Shooe- ſtring two inftall' d, 
| And all were bound by Oath, 


| No further than the Knee to pals ; 


70.3 But oh! the Squire of the Body was 


Tus 


BE A tedious Feat protralts the time, 
For cating now Was dat a crime, 


A better Place then both... 
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And all that interpos d; 
For like tuo Duellifts they ſtood, 
_ Panting for one anothers Blood, 


And longing till they clos' & 


Then came the Jovial Muſick i in, 


And many a merry Violin, 


That Life and Soul of ts 


Tho Impatient Bridegroom wou'd not bo; | 


Good Sir, cryd they what Man can Play, 
_ Till he's wound up his Peggs * ? 


hut then he dances till he reels, 5 
For Love and Joy had wing'd his l 
And puts the Hours to flight: 


5 He le apt and Skipt, and ſeem'd to fay, _ 


= Come boys Il drive away the Day, 
And ſhake away the Night. 


. The 15 ely bike with murd ring Arts, 


B Walks round and brandiſhes her Darts, 


To give the deeper Wound 
Her beautcous Fabrick with ſuch grace. 
£ Eninares a Heart at every pace, 


Anl kills at each rebound. 


She olides : 25 if there were no ground. 
And ſlily draus her Nets around, 

Her Lime-twigs are her Kiſſes: 

Then makes 2 Curtſie with a Glance, 
And firikes each Lover in a Trance, 
That arrow never miſſe s. 


- Thus hare I oft a Hobby ſeen, 

Daring of Larks over a Green, 

on His fierce occaſion tarry ; 
| Davices about them as they fly, 
| Ang gives them ſport before they die, 
Then oops and kills the Quarry, 


Es oe Wb 
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Her Sweat like Honey-drops did fall, 


And Strings of Beauty pierc d us all, 
ler Shape was ſo exact: 


oft wax ſhe ſeemed fram'd alive: 
| But had her Gown to been a Hive, 


How Bees bad thither flock'd, 
Thus Envious Time prolong'd the Day, 


5 And ſtretcht the 8 to the Play, 


Long ſtopt the fluggiſt Watch: 
At laſt a Voice came from above, 


Which call'd the Bridegroom and his Love, 
To Conſummate the Match. 


nut (as if Heawn wou'd i retard) 


1 A Banquet comes like the Night-Guard, 


Which ſtay'd them half the Night: 


| The Bridegroom then with's Men retir d: 
2 1 The Train was laying to be fir'd, 


He went his Match to light. 


| 3 he return d his Hop was Crown d, 
| An Angel in the Bed he nnd, --:-- 
| So glorious was her Face: 


:- Amaz he ſtopt——but then, quoth He, 


Tho tis an Angel, tis a She, 
Ane ap d into his Place. 


Thus lay the Man with Heav'n in's Arms, 
| Bleſ$4 with a thouſand pleaſing Charms, 
I!n Raptures of Delight; 
Reaping at once, and ſowing Joys, 


e art 5 Manna never cloys, 


Nor fills the Appetite. 


But what was done, ſure was no more, 


” Thon that which had been done before, 

| When She her (elf was made 
Something was loft; which none found out, 
And Ac that had it: cou'd not ſhew't, Ty 


dure tis A Jugling ti trode. 
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YEilis at felt ſcem'd much afraid, 
much afraid, much afraid, : 
Let hen I kiſs' d, ſhe foon repay A: : 
Could you but lee, could you but ſee, 
What Idid more, you'd envy me, 
What I did more, you'd envy mes 
You'd envy me. | 


we then ſo ſweetly 1 were emp! oy d. 

The height of Pleaſure we enjoy d; 
Could you but ſee, could you but ſee, 
You'd ſay ſo too if you ſaw me, 
You'd fay ſo too if you law ws; | 
If you law me. ; 


She was ſo Charming, Kind, and Free, 5 i 
None ever could more Happy de 3 


Could 


1 a 
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ſ. * you but ſee, could you but Re, 


| Where I vas then you'd wiſh to be, 
Where I was then you'd with to be, 
You'd d wiſh co be, C 


All the Delights we did exprels, 


Yet croving more ſtill to els : 
Could you but fee, could you but ee, 


' You'd Curſe, and ſay, Why was't not me? 


ED You'd Curle, and ſay Why was t _ add 


WBV vas d not me ? ? Oe. 


my Ladies, if bow to Lore you'd know, 
She can inform what we did dog 


But cou'd you ſee, but cou d you ſee, 8 5 


Jou d cry aloud, The next is me, 


Lou'd cry aloud, The 3 18 me, 


T The next is me, 


Odſzounds, was cer ſoch Fortune * 
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O Horſe, brave Boys of Newmarłet, To Horſe, 7 


| , _Youll loſe the Match by longer delaying z 
The Gelding juft now was led over the Courſe, 
Itzink Devil's in you for ſtaying: 
Run, and endeavour all to bubble the Sporters, 
Bets may recover all loft at the Groom-Porters, 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, come donn to che in 
Tanke the odds, and then you n be rich; 


For 1 1 have the brown Bay, if the blew Bonnet ride, 
And hold a thouſand Pounds of his fide, Sir: 
Dragon would ſcowre it, but Dragon grows old; 

He cannot endure it, he cannot, he wonnot now run n it, 
As lately he could: | 


| . Age, Age, does hidder the speed, sr. 


Now, now, now they « come ou, and ſee, 
See the Horſe lead the way ftill;, 
Three lengths before at the curning the Lands, 


Five hundred Pounds upon the brown - & fill: 


 Pox on the Devil, I fear we have loſt, 
For the Dog, the, Blew Bennet, bas run it, 


A Plague light upon it, 


The wrong fide the Poſt 3 


| KIND | 


LINN 


EIN 


8 — 323 -_ 


call 


Olli catrty 


TITEL 


"il 
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gots 5 


Hat 


l 


| | Fob = (Cone 7 10 my 8 let's to bed, 


It is no Sin, ſince we are ved; 
For when I am near thee by defire, „ 
I burn like any Coal of Fire. Fug. 


| Chor. Come on then, &c.. 


Fork 
That Peoples the G lobe. 


. My Heart and all's at thy Commani ? 
And tho' I've never a Foot of 1 
Vet fix fat Ewes,aud one milch Cow, 
I think, my Fug, is Wealth enow. - -- 
A Wheel, fix Platters. and a Spoon, 
A Jacket edg'n with blue Galloon ; 


Pills to purge Melancholy. 
To quench thy Flames I'll ſoon agree, 


Thou art the Sun, and I the Sea; 
All Night withia my Arms ſhalt be, 


And riſe each Morn as freſh as he. | 


J. Ce 7 on then, and couple mgetber, - 
Come all, the Ol ard the Fre. . 


. the Tall.; 

Neher than Crœſus, | 
* that Job, © * 
Padding and OW 


My Coat, my Smok is thine, and ſhall 
And ſomething under beſt of all. 
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hom Twelve years old, I oft have been told, 
| A Pudding it was a delicate 3 
I an remember my Mother has ſaid, 
what a 2 ſhe had to be ted, | „ 
5 with 4 Pu. ldi: g. 


i Thirteen being paſt, I tong'd foe to taſt, 


" | What Nature or art could make it ſo ſweet, 


! Tor many gay Laſſes about my age, "4% 
TOY — on t, that puts me in a rage, 
For 4 Pudlirg. 


- 1 at Fifteen I br have ſeen, 


14 
— 7 * 
. p 


Moſt Maids to admire it ſo, os 
That their humour and Pride is to fy, 
0 what a Og 8 have 1 to * 5 
with a Pudding, 


: When 1 am among Sons wives that are young, 
| Who think they ſhall never give it due praiſe, 
It is ſweet, It is good, It is pleaſant my, | 
| ; "ey cry, Ty think oy ſhall ne'cr have their kn, 
N ated 


: The 8 fort of the Town and the Court, 
When met, their tongues being tip't with Wine, | 
How merry and Jocund their Tattles do run, 
Io tell how hey ended and they begun, 
5 with 4 Pudding, 


| Some antient Wives, whe 4 of their lives, 
Have daily taſted of the like food, 


Neos for want of ſupplies do ſwear and grumble, 


I — 


| That ſtill * re * — to mumble, 
* 4 — 


Now, now 1 fnd, cat will. to kind, 
Since all my heart and blood is on fire, 
Im reſolvd what ever comes on TT | 
{ My Fancy no longer ſhall ſuffer the want. 
. : Pudding. Fer 


* 
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For TU to Fobn who ſays he has one, 
That's cram as cloſe as a Cracker or Squib, 
Who ever is telling me when we do meet, 
Of the . deſires and ſweetneſs they get, 
| In 4 Pudding, 


73 thought at firſt, It neyer would burſt, 
It was as hard as griſſel or bone, 
Dur by the rouling and troling about, 
How kindly and [ wertly the Marrow flew out, 


. oF bis Pudding, - 


Well. fince I nc'er was fed with ſuch geer, 

Uatil my Fobn did prove ſo kind, 

I made a requeſt to prepare again, 
That 1 might continue in Lor e with the ſtrain, 


Of bis Pudding | | 


Then ſtraight he brought, bed 1 little thought, 
Could ever have been in its former plight, . 

He rumbl'd and jumhted me o'er and oer, 

Iii J found he had almoſt waſted the ſtore, 


of bis Puddiar g. 


. Then the other Meſs I beg'd him to dreſs, | 

Which by my aſſiſtance was brought to paſs, 

kut by his dulneſs and moving ſo flow, 

— Y _ nat d the W grew low, 
1 bis Roms 


7 5 * greu cold, my 8 did hold, 
With vigor to reliſh the other bit, 
; But all he could do could not furniſh agen, 


For he ſwore he had left little more then the * 


- bis * 


qi» 1 
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9 4 New S O NG, upon the Robin - red- breaſtsꝰs 
attending Queen Mary's Hearſe in Weſtmin- 


A LL You that lov'd our Queen alive, 

71 Now dead, lament her fate; 
And take a walk to Weſtminſter, 
Io fee her lie in State. 


1 Amongſt all other Glorious ſights, 

A wonder you may ſee, 5; 
A Bird, or ſomething like a Bird, 
| Attend her Majeſty, 


— 2 
* 


Sometimes it hops, ſometimes it flyes, 

Then perches oer the Hearſe 3: 
Thben ftrains its throat, and — 3 a Note, 
 _ That's neither Proſe nor Verſe. 


The Tune is ſolemn as if Sett, 
Io fit ſome dole ful Ditty 3 ; 
1 lamentation for the Queen, 
Io move all Hearts to pity. 


A perfect Bird it ſeems to be. 
In Feathers, Bill, and Wings; 
Nor is there Feather'd Creatures elſe, 
That hops, and flies, and Sings. 


eh 


_— 
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Zut what Bird *twas not known, until, 
One wiſer than the reſt; 


Affitm'd that he a Robin Was 
And prov'd it by his Breaft, 


I call it, He, not She becauſe , | „ 


It Sings and cocks its Tail; A 
| Which that no Female Robin doth, -- © Tr 
| Til hold a pot of Ale. W 
This Bird abides about the Hearſe, | 5-48" 
—. 11. LOT WOE 
can you fail to hear him Sing, 5 24: 
Unleſs the Organs play. ” * . 
8 For Organ Pipes bing wider mu, r For 
Than Kevin-red-breaſt”s throatsz „„ 
Their noiſe muſt needs be loud enough, % Th 
a To droun one Robin Notes. 25 1 
| Some fay this Bird and Angel is, 3 
If ſo we hope tis good; 
But why an Angel ? why forſootk, 
They ſay he takes no food. 
But that the Robin lives by meat, 


Is true without diſpute; 
For though none ever aw him Eat, 
Enough have ſeen him Mute. 


and that ſometimes undecently, 
Upon the ſtatue-Royal; 

Which made ſome call him Fraue, 
Or otherwiſe illoyal. 


The Papiſts ſay this Bird's 8 a bend, 
Which haunts Queen Mary's Ghoſt ; 

And by its reftleſs motion ſhews, 
How her poor ſoul "hot. e 


„„ Bird once in home $ Capitot; | 


Pills to purge N 8 


But why then is this pretty Bird, 

Zo lively brisk and merry? / 
This rather proves the Queen at a, 

And ſafe from ug N 


An old Star-garing *Taylor a * ö 4 


This frolick Bird proclaim ; Jacobite Almg- 
| How glad all ſuch as he would be , nie mater. 
= To welcome home Xing Funes. . 
© And Partridge, who can make both Shooes, Portridge a | 
And Almanacks to boot; S bocemaker 
„ Says by this Bird aſluredly, | now makes 

Some Plot 18 fill on foot, | ___ Aimauachs. 
| For having like an Augur, watch'd,. 1 85 
Which way he took his flihgt; 
The Robin flew on his left hand. ; Eo 
And not EIT the right, - * 


Said all * things ſhall be wel; 
| And why this harmleſs Robin ſhouid, 
Bode ill I cannot 8 75 


All we can -ucls, is from this Bird's 
Appearing ſtill alone 
Which repreſents our Kings Sole caſe, 

Now his fair Queen is gone, 


* | The Zobin may have loſt his Mate, 
So hath King Wiliamhisz;z 
And that he may well match again, 
e . 
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. JF 50 Muſick be the food of Love. | 
- Sing on, fing on, ſing, on, ſing on, 
Till J — fill'd, an fill'd with Joy; 


4 © = i 


For then my liſtning Soul you move, „ 
For then my liſtning Soul you move, 55 
With pleaſures that can never cloyz r 
Vour Eyes, your Meen, your Tongue declare. \ 

That you are Muſick ev'ry where. . 1 

8 Ple ans Invade both Eye, 8 Wi 
So fierce the tranſports are, they wound TH. 
And all my Senſes. feafted are, 1 
Tho yet the Treat is only Sun. ! 
Sure I muſt periſh by your Charms. 4 


Unleſs you ſave me in your Arms. „ 


22 


II. 18111 OL 
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Jamon why will you die for Love, 
II Yet ne er your flames diſcover 2 
| Be wiſe and ſoon thar pain remove, 


1 or tell the Nymph (or tell the Nymph) you Love her: 


As in each of her fierce diſdain, 
So in Love's cruel Anguiſh: a Eos 
He who wants Senſe to beg for eaſe, **? 


|} Delerves, (deſerves in pain, in 8 
5 Deſerves) i in pain to Langui 


Women like Fortune Love the bold, 


| Like her their minds thy vary z Rs "JO 


Perhaps this day tho' Celia's Cold, ” ny 
With you the next She'll Marry : 
Be lure be true if She is kind, 


1 cruel then forget her; 


With little pains you ſoon will find, 


A mm who I" uſe you better. 


K . 
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* underſtand no tender Vous, „„ 5 
- Of fervent and eternal Love; . 
That Lover will his labour loſe, —— 
2 Who does with fighs and tears propoſe, 1 
Your Heart to more: — 
Zut if he talk of letling Land, | TY. 
A Houle in Town and Coach maintain =. Ea: 
You underſtand, you undeaſtand. — N * 
- = 
Tou- underſtand no Charm in Wit, . Fre 
In Shape, in Breeding, or in A! E . In 
To any Fop vou will ſubmit; . All 
| The Nauſeous Clown, or fall ome Cite | "TN 
E If rich they are, | | = 
Fo Guineas can may you command, Ml 


Put Gold, and then put in your—— 
Tou I ritand, 109 underſtand. 
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L IC heating and Lying continualiy way; 


From Bully and Punck to the Politick Gown, 


In Plotting and Sotting they waſte the day: 


All their Diſcourſe is of Foreign Affairs, 


The French aud the Wars is alwavs the cry 
Marriage alals is deciining 
Nay tho'a poor Virgin lies pining, 


Ah curle of til jatriug what luck have I, 


Io Vil: are the Sordid Intrigues of the Town 


180 piii. purge Melancholy. 
'I hop'd a rich Trader by Ogling Charms, 


Into my Conjugal Fetters to bring; _ _ = 

I planted my ſnare too for one lov'd Arms, "I 0 
But found his deſign was another thing: | Fw 
From the Court Province down to the dull Citts, q } 
Both Cully and Wit; of Marriage are ſhy ; E 

TR page alas is declining, 8 
Nay tho' a poor Virgin lies pining, 1 
Ah Tot the Wed what luck have 1 : 2 e 
5 — — 1 1 
480NG. os e 


Clace roving of late, 
Is as fatal as War 
And no Female ftancrs,\® 2 


Will derl on the 1 IT | SINCE | | 


en 


— an 
0 


| 


n 
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Fince to keep's out of faſhion, 1 
And drains the poor Cully; 


While his Mits at his coſt, 
Keeps ſome raſcally Bully. 


| | Since Miſtreſſes ſell, 


And Wives buy the pleaſure ; es 


And to wed or be conſtant's, 


The ſame in ſome mealure . 
As ſoon as I can 
I éVill leave Fornication, | 


And get a good Wife, 


If there s one in the Nation. 


; | One modeſtly bow: 


Not too proud of her means; 


5 And tho? ſhe writes Woman , 


Not out of her Tres, 
Not indebted to Art, 
For her Wit nor her Beauty, 


Let whoſe Charms daily prompt me , 


To Family duty. 


Who Viſits the Church, 


Tho cuſtom can't move her, 


Io play there at Bo-peep, 


Croſs Pew with a Lover: . 


Yet let her, with care, 


_ Shun a contrary evil, 


| Leſt Angel at Church, 


Prove at home a meer Devil. | 


Not one who, to nooſe 


Some young Bubble beſtows 


Her whole ſlender Fortune, 


In Frites aud Cloths; 


. 
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Nor an over-fond Dotard, 

Who Palls ev'ry pleaſure, 
While for Bottle or Friend, 

_ W leave me no leaſure. 


Nor one kind and ay. 
L. ike ſome, be fore We .llock, 
| Than a Slut and aShrew 
When ſhe holds me in Fetlock 
Nor will I in haſte, | 
My dear liberty barter, 
Left, thinking to catch, 
Il am caught by a Jartar. 


My Miſtreſs muſt Senſe, 
And all Vertues admit, 
And pbyn to good humour, 
Wealth, Beauty and Wit: 
With a fervent affection. 
She always muſt love me, 
And no Beauty but hers, 
E'cr be able to move me. 


Oh ſuch may ke be, | 
Who ſhall tempt me to Mariy , : 
It there is no ſuch the, 
In there 1 is, 1 muſt tarry : 
And when ſhe is found, 
Ill no mote be a Rover, 
But wed her with pred, 


And, what $ — I y Love her. 


88 Cauſe ſhe was ſure, ſhe was {ecure, 
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: Tis for and twentieth 75 of May, 
A Virgin Lady freſh and gay, 
Hard by a River fide got ſhe, 


With glittering glancing jealous Eye", 
Io ſee if any lurking ſpies, | 
And being well reſoly'd that none, 

| She pull d her Robes off one : by one, 


Of all days in the year; 
Did privately appear: 
And did Sing loud che rather ; 6 


And had an intent to bath her. 


She ſlily looks about; 
Wera hid to find her out: 
Cou d fee her Nakedneſs ; 


| "And did her {elf undreſs, 5 Do. 
3 ot 
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Her purple Mantle fring'd with Gold, 

Her Ivory Hands vnpin ; + 

It wou'd have made a Coward 'bold, 

Or tempted a Saint to a ſinn'd: 

She turn'd about ard look t around, 
Quoth ſhe I hope I'm ſafe 

Then her Roſey petty coat, 

She preſently put off. 


The ſnow white Smock which he had on, 
Tranſparenly to Deck her; 
I. ol' d like Cambrick or Lawn, | 
Upon an Alablaſter Picture: 
1 ro which array, I did faintly py, 
Her Belly and her back; 
_ Mr Limbs were ſtraight and all was white. 
| Butt] hat which ſhow d be black. 


into a quent ſtream the leapt, 
She lookt like Venus glaſs; 
[ he Fiſhes from all quarters crept, 
Jo ce what Angel twas: | 
be did to like a Vißon look, 4 
Or fancy in a Dream; .. | 
Jwas thought the Sun : 2 Skies forſout, 
And drop pt in to the ſtream. 


bach Fiſh dig wiſh him (elf a man, 

About her all was drawn 
Anil at the ſight of her began. 

101 pread abroad their {pawn : 
She turn'd to ſwim upon her Back, 
And fo diſplay her Banner 
If. Fove had then in Heaven * 
He wou 4 have dropt upon h-r 


A Lal that long her Love had been, 
And cou d obtain no Grace; 

For all her pry ing lay unſeen, 

Hd in a ſecret place: 


Who 


in 


ine 


A om1117 
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Who had often been repuls'd, 


When he did come to Woe her; 1 
pull d off his Cloaths and furiouſly, 


Did run and leap in to her. 


She queak'd, ſhe cry'd, ſhe down the Div' 
He brought her up again; 


He brought her o'er upon the ſhore, 4 
And then — and then — and then — _ 
AS A Adam did Old Eve enjoy, 


'You may gueſs what I mean; 


Þ Becauſe ſhe all uncover'd lay, 


He cover'd her n. 5 


win water's Eyes, ſhe pants and crys, 


I'm utterly undone ; - 


WS you will not be wed to me, 


E'er the next morning Sun: 


_ Heanſwer'd her, he ne er — ſtir, 
Out of her ſight till then; 
Well both clap hands in wedlock bands, 


Marry and to't again. 


> 205 
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x Eave off fond Hermite, leave thy vow, 
And fall again to drinking, 
That Beauties that wont fact al ow, 
Is hardly worth thy thinking, 
Dry love or ſmall can never hold, 
And without Bacchus, Venus ſoon Srous cold. 


Doeſt think by turning Arcborite; 3 
Or a2 datt mall Beer (inner, hy | | | 
Thy cold embraces can invite, Lt 

Or ſprightleſs Courtſhip win her? . = 
No 'tis Carary that inſpires, om} 
'Tis Sack like Ol, gives Flames to am' cous Fires. Ee 


A OM een >, 
. # . 


: This makes thee chant thy Miſtreſs name, 
And to the heavens raiſe ger; 0 
And range this univerſal frame, 1 
For Epitbets to praiſe ger. 
Los liquors render brains unwitty, e 75 
And ne er prov oke to love, but move to pity. 
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T hen be thy ſelf. and take thy Gl2ſs : 
Leave of this dry Devotion, 
Thou muſt like N-prrme courtthy. laß, | 
| Wallowing } in Ne:#ar's Ocean, | 8 . 
Let's offer a each Ladies ſhrine. | | | 
A full crown Chowk, þ here's a TIEN! to thine, -- | 


4 80 NG | Newſer T Mr. Church. 5 +: 
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2 boy, hay 8 . 
Come come away boy, 


IS 
2258 


1 


And bring me my longing deſire, 


And when e'er we do part, ſhe'll be mad at 1 heart, 
5 That Lam able to tary no — e 


A Laſs that is neat and can well do the feat. 
When lufty yg Weg is * N 


| Let her body be tall, 

And her waſt be ſmall, „ 

And her age not above eighteen, . 
Let her care for no bed, but here let her ſpread, 
Her mantle upon the 


Let her face be fair, 5 5 

And her breaſts be bare, 
And a voice let her have that can as ; 
Loet her belly be ſoft, but to mount me aloft; 
1 Let her nnn Buttocks be marble. ; 


| Let her have a cherry lip, 
Where I Neclar may ſipz 
Let her Eyes be as black as a flow, 
' Dangling locks I do love, fo that thoſe hang above. 
Are the ſame with what grows OE; 


e tas, 
May bring wonders: to pals, 


And make me grow younger and younger 3 
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The Devil's Pre. on Earth, er Hoggie-Dug 3 
= g/e, & c. c 4 
1 

” 

H 

; 

| 

1 

: 

| 


A Pen. Len walks again, 
| KL And Dector Forſter 007 
| Proſerpine and Pluto, 
And many a Goblin more: 
With that a merry Devil, 
To. make the Airidg, vow'd ; 
Huggle Duggle Ha! ha! hal 
3 Devi! Laugh'd aloud. 


Why think you that he Laugh'd, ) 
Forſooth he came from Court; . e 
And there amongſt / ᷣͤ As 1 
lad [py ſuch pretty Sport: | ia 
There was ſuch cunning * 
and Ladys gon ſo proud; 
Huggle Dugge, Je. 


in 


iii 


5 IS Th 
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| With that into the City, 
10 view the Marchants Dealings, 
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Away the Devil went 


It was his full intent, 


And there along the brave Erchange, | 


He crept iat to the croud, 


Huggle Duggle, Cc. 


le uent into the City, 


To ſee all there was well; 


Their Scales were Falſe, their weights were light, 


their Conſcience fit for Hell: 
And Panders choſen Magiſtrates | 
And Puritans allowd. 


Huggle Duggle, Oc. 
: With that into the country, 


Away the Devil goeth; 


; For there 1s all plain Dealing, Eh 


For that the Devil knoweth: 
Rut the Rich man Reaps the 835 

For which the poor man a ple d. 
Huggle Duggle, Ge. 


|. Win that the Devil i in haſt, 


Took poſt away to Hell; 


And als is fellow varies.” 


And told them all on earth was well 


5 * falſhood their did flouriſh, 


Plain dealing was ina Cloud. 
Huggle Duggle Ha ha ha! 
TRE Devils thy aloud. 


* 
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27 L a Ring, without a lager, 
Lor a Fell without a Ringer, 
Like a Horſe was never ridden ; 
Or a feaft and no Gueſt bidden ; 
Like a Well withonea Bucket, 
Or a Roſe if no man pluck it; 
Juft ſuch as theſe may ſhe be ſaid, 
That lives, ne er loves but dies a Maid. | 


The Ring, if worn, the finger decks. | 

The Bell pull d by the Ringer peaks, 

The Horſe doth eaſe, if he be ridden, 

The Feaſt doth pleaſe if Gueſt be bidden 3 + 

The Bucket draws the water forth, 

The Roſe when pluck't is ſtill more worth; 
Such is the Virgin in my eyes, 
That lives : loves, marries e'er ſhe dies. | 


Like 


nn 1 


1 


That lives, loves, marries, e er ſhe dies. 
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Ike to the Stock not grafted. on, 
Or like a Lute not play d upon; 
Like a Jack without a Weight, 
Or a Barque without a Fraight, 


Like a lock without a Key, 


Or a Candle in the dar, 
]juſt ſuch as theſe may ſhe be ſaid, 


That lives ne er loves, but dies a Maid. 


The grafted Stock doth bear beſt fruit, 
There's Muſick in the finger'd Lute . 5 
The Weight doth make the Jack go ready: 

The Fraight doth make the Barque go fteady : 

The Key the Lock doth open right, 5 


The Candle's uſeful in the Night ; _ 
Such is the Virgin in my eyes, 


8 


| Likea Call without 4nor Sir, 
Ora Queftion and no anſwer, 
Linke a Ship was never rigg d,. 
Or a Myne was never digg'd: 299 
Like a Wound without a tent, e 
Or Silver box without a Scent: 
jutt Such as theſe may ſhe be ſaid, 
That lives ne'er love, but dies a maid. 


The Anon Sir, doth obey the Call, 
The Civil anſwer pleaſeth all: 


Who riggs a Ship Sayls with the wind, 


Who digs a Mine doth Treaſure find. 
The wound by wholſom Tent hath eaſe, 
The Box pertum'd the Senſes pleaſe; 


Such is the Virgin in my eyes, 


That lives, loves, marries, cer ſhe dies, 


Like Marrow-bore was never broken, 
Or Commendations, and no token: 
Like a Fort and none to win it, 
Or like the Mcon, and no man in it 
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Like a School without a Teacher, 

Or like a Pulpit and no Preacher : 
WO ſuch as theſe may ſhe be ſaid, 
That lives, ne er loves, but dies a "maid, 


The broken Marrow-bone i is ſweet, | 
The token doth adorn the Greet, | 
{ There's Triumph in the Fort being won, 
3 * man rides glorious in the Moon, 
| e School is by the Teacher ftilld, 
The Pulpit by the Preacher fill'd, 
Such is the Virgin in my eyes. 
That lives, loves, Marries, e' er ſhe dies, 3 


* f Like 4 Cage without a Bird, 
i Ora thing too long deferr” 3 


Like the Gold was never try'd, 

Or the ground unoccupied; 

Like a Houſe that's not poſieſſed, 
Or a Book was never preſſed; 

juſt ſuch as theſe may ſhe be ſaid, 


„ That lives, ne er loves, but dies amaid, 


The Bird i in Cage doth f weetly dus, 8 | 
Due ſeaſon ſweetens every thing; 
The Gold that's try'd from droſs is pur'd, 


T !bere's profit in the Ground manur dz 


The Houſe is by poſſeſſion graced, 

The Book well preſs d is moft embraced: 
Such is the Virgi n in my eyes, 355 
| That li ves, loves, marties e er ſhe dies, 


ir: | al !l 1 
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8 A* I fate at my Spinning-\Vheel, 

KA bonny Lad there paſſed by, 5 
1 ken'd him round, and I lik d him weel, 
| Geud Faith he had a bonny Eye: _ 

My Heart new panting, gin to feel, 

| But till I turn'd my Spinning-W heel. 


Moſt gracefully he did appear, 
As he my preſence did draw near, 
And round about my lender Wafte, 
 » Heclaſp'd his Arms and me embrac'd : 
I.?0o kiſs my hand he down did kneel, 
| | As 1 fate at my Spinning-Wheel. 


My Milk-white Hand he did extol, 

And prais'd my Fingers long and ſinall, 

And ſaid, there was no Lady fair, | 

| That ever could with me compare 

4 ) . Thoſepleafing words my Heart did feel, ED 
1 Unt ftill I turn'd my Spinning-Wheel,  Althe 
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Altho I ſeemingly did chide, 

et he mould never be deny d,. 

But did declare his Love the more, 

; Until my heart was wounded lore ; 
That I my love could ſcarce conceal, 
But yet 1 turn d my ſpinning Wheel. 


As for my Yarn, my Rock, and Reel, 
And after that my ſpinning Wheel, 
_ He bid me leave them all with ſpeed, 
And gang with him to yonder Mead : 
My panting heart ſtrauge flames did feel, 
| Yet ſt ſtillI turned my ſpinning Wheel. 


He ftop' d and g22 d and blchiy ſald, 
Now ſperd thee weel my Donny Maid, 
Aut if thou'ſt to the Hay-Cock go, 
11 learn thee better Work I trow, 
Geud Faith I lik d him paſſing weel, 


* But Rill [ turn'd my [pigning- -wheel. 


He 10 iy veil a his Bonet oft. 

And ſweetly kiſt my Li ps fo ſoft, 

Yet ſtill between each honey Kiss 

He urg d me on to farther blils , 

Till J reſiſtleſs fire did feel, 
Then let alone my Spinning-whesl 


f Among tke pleafant Cocks of Hay, 

Then with my bonny Lad 1 lay, 

What Damſel ever could deny, | 

A Youth with ſuch a Charming Eye? 
The pleaſure I cannot reveal, 

It for __ the mn heel. 
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— 1 Anſwer ; to the ſame Tune. 


Uw 2 ſi unſhine Summers day, 5 


When every Tree was green and gay, 


The Morning bluſht with Phebus ray, 


juſt then aſcending from the Sea, 


As Jilvia did a hunting ride, 

I A lovely Cottage he eſpyd; 

| Where lovely Cloe ſpinning ſat, _ 
And ſtill ſhe turn'd her Wheel about. 


ler Face a Thouſand Graces crown, 
I Hercurling Hair was lovely brown, 

| Her rowling Eyes all hearts did win 
And white as down of Swans her kinn 
So taking her plain dreſs appears, 


Her Age not paſſing fixteen years, 


The Swain lay ſighing at her foot, : 

Yet ſtill ſhe turn d her wheel about. 
Thou ſweeteſt of thy tender kind, 
Cries he, this ne*er can ſuit thy mind, 


Such Grace attracting noble Loves, 


Was ne ler deſign d for Woods and Groves; 


Come, come with me to Court my Dear, 
Partake my Love and Honour there; 


And leave this Rural ſordid rout, 
And turn no more thy Wheel about. 


At chis with ſome few modeſt fighs, - 
She turns to him her Charming eyes, 


4 Ah! tempt me Sir no more ſhe cries, 


Nor ſeek my weakneſs to ſurprize z 
Tknow your Arts to be believ'd, 
how Virgins are deceiv'd ; 


5 | Then let me thus my Life wear out, 
An turn my harmleſs Wheelabout.. 
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By that dear painting Breaſt cries be, 
And yet unſeen divinity; 

Nay by my Soul that reſts in thee, 
I Wear this cannot, muft not be; 

Ah ! cauſe not my eternal ec) 
Nor kill the Man that loves thee ſo 3 
But go with me and eaſe my doubt, 
And turn no more thy Wheel about. 


His Cunniog Tongue ſo play id its part, 
He gain d admiſſion to her heart; 
And now ſhe thinks it is no Sin, 

To take Loves fatal poiſon in; 

Dut, ah! too late ſhe found her fault, 


Tor he her Charms had foun forgot ; 


And left her &er the year ran out, 
In tears to turn her dara about. 


4 SON G. "Naw Sat h Mr. Church. 
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3 A Bepgar, a Beggar, a Beg & TI be, 9 
HA There's none leads a life more jocund than he, 
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A Beggar I was, and a Beggar lam, - 


1 Begg! 11 be, from a beggar I came, 


If as it begins our tradings do fall, 5 

We in the Concluſion ſhall Beggars be all. 
Tradeſmen are 1 in their affairs, 
And few men 2rc 1 riving but Courtiers and PI aJerie 


ACraver my Father, aMaunder my Mother, 

A Filer my Siſter, a Filcher my Brother, 

A Canter my Unkle, that car'd not for Pelf, 

A Lifter my Aunt and a Beggar my ſelf; 

In white wheaten ftraw when their Belly's were full, 


Then I was got between a Tinker and a Trull. _ 
And 2 4 Beggar, a Beggar IU be, 
Tor there's none leads à life more jocund than be. 


wuen boys do come to us, and that their intent is, 


Jo follow our Calling, we ne er Bind them Prentice; 


Soon as they come too't, we teach them to doo't, 


And give them a ſtaff and a wallet to boot, | 
We teach them their Lingua to Crave and to Cant, 
The Devil is in them if then they can want. 
Aud he, or ſhee, that 4 Beggar will be, 
Without Indentures they ſhall be made free. 


We beg for our bread, yet ſometimes it happens, 

We feaſt it with Pig, Pullet, Coney, and Capons, 
For Churches Aﬀairs, we are no men layers, 

We have no Religion, yet live by out Prayers, 
But if when we beg, men will not draw their Purſes, 
We charge and give fire,with a volley of Curſes, 
The Devil pw — your good Worſhip we cry, 

An ſuch à bd brazen fac'd beggar amb, 
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Wie do things i in ſeaſon, and have ſo much reaſon, 
We raiſe no Rebellion, nor never talk Treaſon, 


We bill all our Mates, at very low Rates, 


Whilſt ſome keep their Quarters as high as the gate; 
With Shinkin ap Morgan, with Blue-cap or Teague, K 


We into xo Covenant enter, nor 1 
And therefore a bonny bold Beggar I'll be, 
For none lives a life more merry they be. 


For ſuch petty pledges, as Shirts from the Hedge: 


Ve are not in fear to be drawn upon Sledges, 
But ſometimes the whip doth make us to skip. 
And then we from Tything to Tything do trip, 
For when in a poor Bouzing-kan we do bib it, : 

We ftand more in dread of the Stocks than the Gibber, 


And therefor: a merry mad Beggar II be, 


For when it is night in the ban rumbles be. 


We throw down no Altar, nor ever do falter, £2 


Fo much as to change a gold chain for a Halter, OE 
Though ſome men do flout us, and others do doubt us, | ES 
We commonly bear forty pieces about us; 
But many good Fellows are fine and look fiercer, 


That owe for their Cloaths to the Taylor and Mercer. | 
And if from the Stocks Ican keep out my feer, 


4 fear nor th: Compter, Kings Bench, nor tbe Fleer. 


Sometimes 1 do frame my ſelf to be lame, 


And when a Coach comes I hop to my game, 
We ſeldom milcarry, or ever do marry, 

By the Gown Common Prayer or Cloak Direftory; E 
\ But Simon and Suſen like birds of a Feather, 
They kiſs and theyjlaugh, and ſo lie down togther: 


Like Pigs in the Pe aſe * intangled tbey lic. 


Jill tbere rey * ſuch a On 46 J. 


N 
4 
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I Went to the Alehouſe as an honeſt woman ſhou'd, 


And a Knave follow'd after, as you know Knaves | 


| Knayes will be Knaves in every degree, (wou'd, 
* Tu tell you by and by, how this Knave ferv'd me. --- 


Tcall d for my pot as an honeft woman ſhou' d. 


And the Knave drank't up, as you know Knaves wou d, 
* will bz Knaves, &c. _ 


1 went into my bed as an honeſt woman ſhou d, 
And the Knave crept into't, as you know Knavcs WOu'C 
Kyev ves will be NOS. VC. | 


1d with Child as an | honeft woman ſhou'd, 


And the Knave ran away, as you know Knavyes wou d, 


nav es will be knaves in every degree, 
N And thus ate 1 cold you how this Knare ſer vd me, 


4 
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A so N on 4 mY New Sett by Mr. Clark, 


Ou that Love's Holiday i is come, 


TE And trim'd her Spit and 1 
Awake my merry Muſe and Sing, 7 


The Reveis and that other thing, 


That muſt not be forgot: 


As the gray morning dawn'd tis aid, 
* lorinda broke out of her bed, 
Like Oynibia in her pride; 
Where all the Maiden Lights that were, 
Compriz'd within our e 538d 
Artended at her ſide. 


| But wot you then, with much ado, | 
They dreſs'd the Bride from top to to?! 


And brought her from her -hamberz i 


Decæ d i in her Robes, and Garmn =; 
More ane than the live-lonx 
Or Stars enſhrin'd in A 2 557, 


And Madg the Maid hath ſwept the room, 


The 
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| The farkling bullies of her Eyes, 
Like two Eclipſed Suns did riſe, = 
Beneath her Cry ſtal brow , 


To ſhew like thoſe ſtrange accidents, 
| Some ſudden changeable events, 


Were like to hap below. 


Her 3 beftreak'd with white and red, 


| Like pretty tell-tales of the bed, 


Preſag'd the bluftring night, 
With his encircling arms and ſhade, 


IReſolv d to ſwallow and invade, 


And skreen her virgin licht 


I 1 lips thoſe threads af Scarle et die, 
| Wherein Love' s charms and quiver lic, 3 


Legions of fweets did crown, 


Which (mi ingly did ſeem to ſay, 
Olcrop me! crop me! whilſt you may, 


Anon they're not mine own, 


* Her breaſts, thoſe melting 4 55 of i now ; 
On whoſe fair hills in open ſhow, 


The God of Love lay napping - . 
Like ſwelling Butts of lively wine, 


Upon their Ivory Tilts did ſhine, - 


To wait the lucky l 


lier waſte chat tender type of man. 
Was but a ſmall and ſingle ſpar, 


Yet I dare ſafely ſwear, 
He that whole thouſands has in fee 


| would forteit all ſo he might be, 


Lor! of che NMannour T1 re 
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But now before I paſs the line, 1 
Pray, Reader, give me leave to dine, | | WE 
And pauſe here in the middle E- Ane 

The Bridegroom and the Parſon knock, . 5 
With all the Eymeneal flock, | 1 | The 
The Plum-cake and the iir. OY For 
Whenas the Prieſt C einde ſces, 1 
Ile far! as t had been half his fees ; 1 But 
To gaze upon her face: 55 

And if the ſpirit did not move, By ; 
His countenance was far above 2 Th 
Each ſinner in the place. 88 
With mickle ſtir he joyn' d their hands. <= 
And hamper'd them in Marr iage bands. T) 
4s faſt as faſt may be: : - 
: . here ſtill methinks, methinks, I hear 0 Wh 
That fecret ſigh in evry ear, 1 

| Once, love, remember me. | 1 

8 3 
WI hich done, the Cook he knockt amain, Th 
And up the diſhes in a train ” 8 
Came ſmoaking two and two s 3 . 
Wich that they wip'd their Mouths and late, n 
Some fell to quaffing, ſome to prate. 15 

| ay marry, and welcome too. . | 

In pairs they thus 'mpail 'd the meat, „„ 1 
Roger and Margeret, and Thomas and Rate, A 


Ralph aud Beſ5, Andrew and Maudlinx; 
And leut ine eke with Höill ſo ſweet, 5 
Whoſe cheeks on each fide of her Snuffers did meet 
As round and as Plump as A Þ Sg. 


—ͤ—ñ—3ỹäũ. ́ 22 
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| When at the laſt they had fetched their freez, 
And mired their ſtomachs quite up to the knees, 


In Claret and good chear; 
Then, then began the merry din, 
For « 2s it was they were all on the pin, 
00! what kiſſing and clippiog was there, 


But as luck 18 4 have it the Parſon faid grace, 


4+ And to trisking and dancing they ſhuffled apace, 


Each Lad took his Laſs by the fiſt, 


And when he had (Gueez'd her, and gam d her until 
The fat of her face run down like a mill, 


He roll d for the reſt of the grif 


of In eat and in duſt having wafted the Day, 
They enter d upon the laſt act of the play, 


The Bride to her Bed was convey'd, 


| Where 1555 deep each hand fell down to the Sbund, 
And in ſecking the Garter much pleaſure was found 3 


1 would have made n a man's arm e e Bray d. 5 


Thi ruth ter o'er r Clarinds lay, LE 


Halt Bedded, like the peeping day, 25 
Behind 0ympus cap; | 


Wnilſt at her head each twittring Girl, 
be fatal ſtocking quick did whir! 


to know the lucky dap. 


The Pridegroom in at laft did ruftte, 
All 4i\1p2imred in the buſtle, 
The Maidens had ſhav' q his breeches, 
But | et us not complain, tis we! „ 
In ſuch a ftorm I can you tell. 
He 0 av'd his other ktitches, 


© 
dI 
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And now he bounc'd into the Bed, 
tvonjuſtas it a man had laid, 
Fair Lady have at al ; 
here twilted at the Hug they lay - 
L.xe Jenas and the (prightly Boy, 
O ! who wou'd fear the fall? 


ns both with Loves ſweet Tapers rel, 
And thouſand balmy kifles tired, 
They could not wait the reſt ; 
| B it out the folk and Candles fled, 
an told chey went, but what they did, 
There lies the Cream o'th' jeſt, 


The N. ife hater to the fercgony 7 une 


'E that intends to wake a wife, 
I'll tell him, what a kind of Life 
5 lle muſt be ſure to lead; 
It ſhe's a young and tender heart, 
Not documented in Loves art, 
2 Much teaching ſhe will need, 


For here there is no path one may 
Be tir'd before he find the way; | 
Navy when he's at his treaſure; 
The gap perhaps will prove ſo fraight, 
1 dat he tor entrance long may wait, | 
And make a toil of's pleaſure. 


Or if on o d and paſt her doing. 


- How il) the Chambermaid bz abi 


10 buy her ware the chen 
But if he chuſe one moſtf fo! moſe, | 


Rip» fer t ſhe'l] Wore libidinous, 
e _—_ han: Rep ker 
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ö For hen the ſe things are neatly dreſt. 
They'll entertain each wanton gueſt, 
= Nor for your honour care; 
Ik any g gire their pride a fall. 
Th'bave earn'd a trick to bear withall, 
80 you cheir charges! Dear. 


ö 


Or it vou cans to play your game, 
With 2 dull, fat. grots, an! heavy Da me. 
| Your riches to engreaſe, 
Alas ſhe will but er your for't, 

\ Bid you to find oat better ſport, _ 

Lie W. ich a pot of rate. 


if meager — be thy de! lebt, 
Shell conquer in venerea! fight, _ 
1 And waſt thee to the bones; 
1 Such kind of girls like to your Mill, 
be more you give, the more crave they will, 
* Or elle they'l grind the ſtones. 


i If black, tis odds he's dev'liſh proud a 
3 wy tort Zautippe like to loud, 
WW If long ſhe'll lazy be; 
3 Fooliſh (the proverb ſays if fair; | 
lf viſe and comely danger's there, 

Left ſhe do Cuckuld ther. 


| If ke bring ſtore of Money, ſuch 
Are like to domincer too much, 
Perove Mrs. no good Wife: 

10 And when they cannot keep you under, 
| They 1 ill the houſe with ſcolding thuader , 
Wet worſe than bach lite, | 


5 3 + = | But 
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But if their Dowry only be 
Beauty. farewel felicity, 
9 Thy fortune's caſt a way; 
Thou mult be ſure to ſatisfie her 
Tn Belly, and in Back deſire, 
To labour night and ay 


And rather then her pride Sive der, 
She'll turn perhaps an honour'd W hore, 
| And thou'lt Aeon”! be; 
5 wWhilf like 4:97 thou mayeſt weep, 
To think thou forced art to keep 
All ſuch as devour thee. 


1 8 If veing” Noble thou doſt wed, 


A ſervile Creature baſely bred, 
Thy family it defaces 3 - 
it being mean, one nobly born, 
dhe! 1 [Wear to exalt a Court-like horn, 
Thy low deſcent it oo. 


i one + Tenge betoo much for any 
| Then he who takes a wife with many. 


 Enows not what may betide vi , 


| | She whom he did for Learning honour, 
© To Scold by Book will take upon her, 
Rhetorically chide him. 


If both her parents living are, . 
| 1 o plcaſe them yon mult take great care, 
„ poi! your future fortune; 
But if departed they're this life, 8 
Los muft be parent to your wife, 
An 4 father all, be certain. 


>= Oz 


a. 


| tft 
She 


Sh 


Sir 


f 
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| 3 bravely dreft, fair Fac'd and Witty, 
_ She'll of be gadding to the City, | 


Nor can you ſay her nay; 
She'll tell you {if you her deny) 
Since Women have terms ſhe knows not why, 
But fill they keep them may. 


It thou make choice of Country ware, 


Of being Cuckold there's leſs fear, 

_ But ſtupid honeſty xy 
May teech her how to ſleep all night, 
And take a great deal more delight, 

| 10 milk the Cows than thee, 


Concoction makes their blood agree, 


Too near, where's conſanguinity, 


Then let no kin be choſen; 
He loſeth one part of his treaſure, 
Who thus confineth all his pleaſure, 
Iuo th'arms of a firſt Cozen, 


Henn n never a her at command, 


Who takes a Wife at ſecond hand, 
Then chuſe no widow'd mother ; : 


The 5rR cut of that bit you love 


* others had, why maint you prove, 5 
But taſter to another, yy 


Beides if f (he bring Children many, 


'Tis like by thee ſhe'll not haye any, 
But prove a barren Doe 3 
Or if by them ſhe ne er had one, 
By thee tis likely ſhe'll have none, 
Whilſt thou for weak back go. 


G 4 8 f For 
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_ For there where other Gardner's have been ſowing, 
Their ſeed but never could find it growing, 
Lou muſt expect ſotoog _ 
And where the Terra ivcognrra, 
So's plow'd you muff it fallow lay, 
| And ftill for weak Back go. 


Then truft not a Maiden face, 
Nor confidence in Widows place, 
| Thoſe weaker veſſels may; 
Epring leak or ſplit againſt a rock, 
Aud when your fame's wrapt in a (mock, 
Lis eaſily caſt aua. 


Y: the ſhe fair, fonl, ſhort, or tall, 

vou fora time may love them ah, 5 
Call them your ſoul your lite; 

nt one hy one them undermine, _ 


ASONG. New Sett 


EE EET 


2 * ; | : 
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N Faith 't tis ww; am in 3 | 
'Tis your black Eyes have made me 0: 
. _ reſolutions they remove, os 
And former niceneſs overthrown, 


| Thoſe glowing char- coals ſet on fire; 
A heart, that former flames did ſhui, 
* ho as He renick unto deſire, 
| Now's judg'd to ſuffer Martyrdom. 


— — 


Tur Beauty, ſince it is thy fate, 
Alt diſtance thus to wound ſo ſure 
] Thy Vertues I will imitate, 
8 And ſee if diftance prove a cure. 


Then farewell Miſtreſs, farewell Love, 
| Thoſe lately entertain'd deſires, | 
Wife men can from that plague removes _ 
Farewell black Eyes, and farewel fires. 


KILL 


+}  Ifev er 1 my heart acquit, 9D 
Of thoſe dull flames, I'll bid a pox 5 
OS Ou all black Eyes, and {wear their fit, 
For an. hut a inder. dex. . 


. 


— 
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om and 171! were Shepherds Solis, 


They lov'd and liv'd together, 
When fair Paſtora grac d their Plains, 


Alas why came the thither; 

For though they fed two ſeveral Tlocks, 
= F mEY had but one detire, 

| Paſtora's Eyes and Amber Locks, 

Set both their hearts on fire. | 


Tom came of honeft gentle Race, 
By. Father, and by Mother, 

end Nil was noble, but alas ! 
ie was a younger brother. 


Ton 
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} Tom was toyſome, Will was ſad, 
He Huntſman, nor no Fowler, 


Tom was held a proper Lad, 
But Wil the better Bowler. 


| Tom would drink her Health, 2 tr 


The Nation could not want her, 
Will could take her by the ear, 
And with his voice inchant her. 
Tom kept always in her A 
And ne er forgot his Duty, 
Wil vas witty and could write, 
Smooth Sonets on her . 


: | 6 Thus did he ait her skill, 


When both did dote upon ber, 


she graciouſly did uſe them ſtill, 


And ftill preſerv'd her 3 


o cunning and ſo fair a ſhe , 


And of ſo ſweet behaviour; 
That Jom thought he, and wil thought he 1 
Was chiefly in her favour. 


15 Which of thoſe two ſhe loved moſt, 
Or whether ſhe loved either, 
= Tis thought they'll find it to their colt, 


That ſhe indeed lov'd neither. 


| For to the Court Paſtora's gone, 


T had been no Court without her, 
The Queen amongſt all her train had none, 
| W As half o fair about her. 


Jen u hung his Dog, and threw away 25 


His Sheep-crook, and his Wallet, 


il barſt his Pipes, and curſt the day - 


That e er he made a Sonnet. 


= was ie 1 cool was the air, 
Serene was all the sky, | 
\V hen on the Waves I left my dear, 
The Center of my joy; 


Heaven and Nature ſmiling were,. 
And nothing ſad but J. 


bach Roſie Field did Odours head, 
Al Fragrant was the ſhore g 
bach River God roſe from his Bed, 
And ſigh'd and own'd her power: 
Carling their Waves they deck'd their heads, 
As proud of what they bore. 


zo when the fair Egyptian Queen, 
Her Heroe went to ſee, | 
dns fwell'd o'er his Banks in pri: de 
As much in Love as be: 


FE. 


inn  weld. ©; 


= 


Q.ide 


LOS 


= — h 


i: oa” 


1. 11 


ii 


Glide on ye waters bear theſe Lines, 


11 
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And tell her how diſtreſs d, 


33 bear all my ſighs je gentle winds, 


And waft em to her Breaſt, 


| Tel her it e er ſhe prove unkind, 


A never ſhall have reſt. 


1 Q 8 was stal = of Noble Race, 


and lov'd me better than any eane; ; 
But now he ligs by another Laſs, | 
And Saw'tey will ne'er be my love agen: 


.F gave him fine ſcotch Sarke and Band, 


T put 'em on with mine own hand; 


5 ! gave him Houſe, and I gave him Land, 


de 


Yet Cane will ne'er be my Love agen | 
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I robb'd the Groves of all their ſtore, 7 
And Noſegays made to give Sawney one; 
He kift my Breaſt and feign would do mere, 
Gude feth me thought he was abonny ons: 
He ſqueez d my fingers, graſp'd my knee, 
And Carv'd my name on each green Tree, 
And tigh'd and languiſht to ligg by me; z 
Yet now he wonot be my Lore agen. ne 


My Bongrace and my San-burnt Face, | \ 
He prais'd, and alſo my Ruſſet Gown, _ | 
But now he doats on the Copper Lace, : 
Of ſome lewd Quean of London Town: 
He gangs and gives her Curds and Cream, 
 Whilft I poor foul fit fighing at heam, _ 
And near joy Sawzey unleſs in a dreams . _ 
Tor now he near will be my Love again. 


-4 
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Uoth Job to Joan, wilt thou have we? ; 
I Prethee now wilt, and Iſe Marry with thee ; 
My Cow, my Cow, my Houle and Rents, 
A my Lands and Tenements: 


y my Joan, ſay my Joaney, will that not 40 ? 
{ £4108, cannor, come every day to woe, 


1 have Corn and Hay i in the Barn hard by, 
And three fat Hogs pent up in the fty ; 
I have a Mare and ſhe's coal black: 
|  Iride on her Tail to 5 yz her back 


S my Joan, & 


1 have a Cheeſe upon the ſel, 
I cannot eat it all my ſelf; 
I have three gude Marks that ie in a rag, 


In the nook the Chimney 
2M 0 Joan, S. 


To marry 1 would have thy conſent, To 
+ But faith I never could Complement g 
Il. can ſay nought but hoy gee hoa, 

; Terms that belong to Cart and 8 


Bad * Joan, Oe. 


2 of a — 


$. G 3eorge 


7 England. 
a] 


Hy mould we boaſt of Arthur had his Kni 


Or why ſhould we ſpeak of Sir Lance lot du lake, 
Or Sir Triſiram du Leon that fought for the Ladys ſake? 
Read old ſtories and there you'll ſee, _ | 
How St George, St Geo- 22, did make the Dragon flee, 


St. Georeg, he was for England, St. Dennis Was. for Fravee, * 


Sing Boni Sort qui mal y 2 | 


'To ſpeak of t the Mon rche, it were too long to tell; 
And likewiſe of the Romans how far they did excell, oy 


© Hamibuland Scipio they many a field did fight, 


Orlando Furioſo he wasa valiant Knight, 


Romulus and Remus were thoſe that Ame did build; % 


But St. George, St. George, the Dragon he hath killa, 
, Sk. 3 he was, &c. oY 


: 13 and Gideon they led their men to fight, 3 


Hercules's Labour was in the Vals of Braſs, 

And Sampſon ſlew a thouſand with the Jaw-bone of an Af, 
And when he was blind pull'd the temple to the ground: 
But St. George, St. George, the Dragon did contound. 

St. George he was, Oe. 1 


15 Fs: ertine and Orſon they came e of Pipin- s blood, 
Alfred and Aldrecus they were brave Knights and good; 


The four ſons of Ammon that fought with Carle maine, 


Sir Zugh de Bourdeaux and Godfrey de Bolaigne , | 
Theſe were all French Knights the Pag ans did convert, 


Bur St. G-orge, St. way pull'd forth the Dragons heart. 


St. George he was, Le. FER 


W. know how many men have perform'd aol 1 


The Cibeonites and Ammarires they put them all to fight, 5 


ad a 


8 


ts; | 
ke 


we, | : 


3 Henry the fifth he C onquer'd all Froce ,- 
He quarter'd their Arms his honour to advance,. 
He razed their Walls and pull'd their Cities down, 


N 


Tor which Knavi 
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And garni ſh'd his head with a double triple Croun; 


. He thumped the French and after home he came! 
But St. George, St. George, the rages he hath flain. | 


St. Gewge he was, Gc. 


: & Dzvid you know, loves Leeks and toſted Cheeſe, 
And Fafon was the man brought home the G 
St. Patrick you know he was St. G-orge's Boy, 


See Fleece 73 "= 


t his Horſe and then ſtole him away 3 
act a ſave he doth remain: 
But 5t. George St. George, he hath the * lain ' 
St. George} he was, Wo. 1 | 


Seven years he ke 


Tanberi.one the Emperour i in Tron Ca ge aid 0 coun, 


Witch his bloody Flag diſplay'd before the Town ; 
 Scanderbeg Magnanimous Mabomet's Baſhaws dread, 
Whoſe Vitorious Bones were worn when he was dead 'S 

His Beglerbeys, he ſcorns like dregs, George Caſiriot was 


[ he call d, 


. oy Bute George, gt. George, the Dragon k he hath maul d. 4 


, - Ro 
art. | 


St. George he was, Tc. 


cms the Tartar he came of rere its race, 


. The great Mogul, with his Chefts 0 full 'of Cloves and i 


e, 
The Grecian Youth Bucepbat us he manly did beſtride, 
But thoſe with all their worthies Nine, St. George did 
them deride; 
Guſtrous Adolphus was Sweed/ards Warlike King, 5 


| But $t. George, St. George N. * * the * ſing, 8 


St. George he Ley, 


Pen- 


— — —-— ENS, — —— . —˖8ð§ũ¹ 
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Pendragon and Cadwaliadar of Britiſh biood do boaſt, 


cheats; 


[Swords outdrew; 


But St. George met the Dragon and ran bim through and 


u 
St. George he was, Ce. * 


Bides the Amazon, Proteus overthrew, | 
As fierce, as either I andal, Geth, Saracen, or Few 3 
The potent. Holophernes 45 he lay on his Bed, 9 
In came wiſe Judith and ſubtilly ſtole away his head; 
Brave C'yc| ops ſtout, with Fove he tought, although he 


[ſchowr d down thunder, | 
But St . George kind the Dragon, and was not that à uon, 


[der! 
St. George he was, Oc. 


VM adi y Tl warrant you, Play d feats with Egypr's 


| : [Queen, | 
Sir Eglanore that valiant Knight. the like was never ſeen, 


Grim Gorgon's might, was known i in fight, old Bevis moſt 
[men frighted, 


| The Myrmi dons, and Preſter Fobes, why were not theſe 


[men Knighted? 


Brave Fpinola took i in Breda, Naſſau did it recover, 
But St. Geri, St. George he turn d the Dragon over and 


Cover: 


St George he was for Erglard, St, Demis #25 for Fra. 
Sing =" yo = was d oo. EE 


out 


Tho Fobn of Cant his foes did daunt, St . ſhall rule * 


[the roſty |} 
 Agamemnon and C {comedon and Macedon did feats, 


But compared to our Champion they were but merely | 


Brave Malta Knights in Turkiſb fights, their brandiſht | 


, — — * 


+ 
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©14 England turd New, to the Tue of the | 
e 


F Ou talk of New England , I truely believe, 1 2 
_ * 014 England is grown New. and doth us deceive; _ 


Tl ask you a queſtion or two by your leave; 


And is not old England grown New 7 


Where are your old Soldiers with Slaſhes and Scars, 
They never us'd Drinking in no time of Wars, 


Nor Shedding of Blood in Mad drunken Jarrs ? 
Aud is not old Ergiad, cc. . 


- New Captains are made that never did fight, ro | 
But with pots in the day, and punks in the Night 
And all their chief Care is to keep their [words bright g 


Where are your old Swords, your Bills, and your Bows, 
Your Bucklers, and Targets that never fear d blows? 
They are turn'd to Stilletto's with other jair Shows: 


And is not, &c. 5 


Where are your old Courtiers that uſed to „ 
With Forty Elew. coats and Foot- men beſide ? 


They are turn d to Six Horſes, a Coach with a guide : 


Aud is not, cc. 


And what is become of our old Engliſh Cloaths, 
Jour long fleev'd Doublet and your trunk Hofe Þ— — 
They are turn d to French faſhions, and other gewgaws ; | 


Aud is not, cc. 


Your Gallant and his Taylor ſome half a year together, 


Jo fit a New Sute to a New Hat and Feather, 


Of Gold, or of Silver, Silk? Cloath, Stuff or Leather: 


And is wor, &c. 


—_ — 


| 4 15 not, Kc. 
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e have Neu faſhion'd Beards, and New faſhion'd Locks, 


And new faſhion'd Hats, for your New pated qa 


And more New Diſeaſes, beſides the one ” O X; 


And is not, &c. 


New Houſes are built, and old ones pulled doun, ET 
Until the New Houſes, ſell all the old ground, 
And the Houſes ftand like a Horſe in the pound ; 


And i is not, &c. 


New faſhions ; in Houſe, New faſhions at Table, 


Old ſervants diſcharg d, and New not lo able, 
And all good Old cu om is now but a Fade 1 ; 
Aud is xot, &c. N 


5 | New tricks in the Law: New: tricks! in the Rolls, | 
Ne Bodies they have, they 1:.0k for New Souls, 
When the Money is paid for . Old Pauls, 


And is not, Kc. 


Then talk w- more of New e 


New England is where old Er gland did tad, 8 
Ney furniſh'd, New kae New Womao'd, Nez 1 
[Man's 3 


To the Time of hi Black: ſmith, Page 28. 


II. tell you a ftory jf it be true, 
But look you to that, I am ſure it is New, 


And only in Salisbury known fo a few. 


lich no boch can dery. 


New Trickia 5 New Going, New Wks d * race: 5 E 
New Heads for Men, for your Women New Faces, 


And twenty New tricks to mend their — Cales 3 3 
f And Is not, &c. | 


Some {| 
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Some Sages have written as we do find, 
That Spirits departed are monſtrous — 
To Friends and Relations left * 
Which, Gn 


That this is no tale 1 ſhalt you a tell, 

' | A Lady there dyed, Men thought her in Hell, 
I mean in the Gray ©, as ſome RIES well, 

! Which, &c. = 


vos as the bed a vation did go, 

For the Devil goes oft 2 Hunting you know, 

In a thick-t he heard a ſound of mach Woe. 
I kick, &c. 


It vas a Lady chat wept, and her weeping, 
Made Sar go from li 3 to peeping, 
Iii he what ſlave Kath this Ladyi in ep; 


x Goed Sir, quoth hs if af Wenn you came. 
Dity my caſe, and 1'll tell you the flame, 

| Woth the Peril be * in your ſtory fair Lame. 

= Which, c. . | 


Quoth he I lef two Children rehin,” 
F To whom their Father is very unkind, 


If I could but appears I ſhou' 2 Y mind, 
* bib, 6 


Fair Dame quoth the Devil a are theſe all your wants r 
So ſhe told him her Name, her Uncles and Aunts, 
All whom he knew well, for they: were no Saints, 
#H ti.h 2 KC, = | 


: Then he told him how many guet hearts ſhe had, 
| How many was good, and how many were bad, 


The Devil began to think her ark mad, 
2 Which, &c. | | 
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And ſo ſhe went on with the cauſe of the fquabble, 
Beelzebub ſcratch't and was in great trouble, | 


For he thought it would prove a two _—_— Babble, 


Which, & c. 


He would have been gone, dut well I wiſt, 

She caught him faſt by the lily black fift, 

Nay then quoth the Deril « een do what you lift. 
Which, &c. 


Now when he was tree, to Earth ſhe flew, 
And came with a vengeance, to give her her due, 


Then ſnap went the Lock and the Candles burnt blue. 


I bicb, &. : 


= Quoth ſhe will you give my Children their land? 
1 Her Husband did ſweat, you muſt underſtand, 


For he did not think her fon near at hand, 
Which, &c. 


But having recover's Heart of grace, 

 Quoth he you Jade come again in this place, 

And Fauſtus, his * pot flies in thy Face. - 
Which, &c, 


When ſhe could not prevail by means ſo foul, 
She ſought other ways his Mind to controul, 
So ſhe went to a Maid very good fol. 

Which, &c. Eg 


In the ame of hs Father, and fo 1 went on, 


Moſt Gracious Madam, what would you have done; 


Il doit although you d bave me a Nun. 
Which, c. 


Then go tomy Husband and bid him do right 5 
Unto my two Children, or elſe by this light, 

Till rattle his L every Night, 

WW ch, Kc. 


8 


= md at 


Tel | 


Tel 
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. Tell him T 1 hear no more of his Reaſons, 


Tl fit: on his Bed and read him ſuch Leſſons, 
Ag never were heard at Mr. N 5 
.- Which, &c. Fs 
50 away went the Virgin and flew like a Bird, 
And told the Spirits Husband eyery Word, 
At which he * I care not a * 
Which, c. 


* Far when ſhe has incarnate, quoth * 


She was as much Devil as e'er ſhe could be, 


And then I fear'd her no more e than a Flea. 


IWhith, &c. 


Good Sir, quoth ke conſider my plight, 
I am not able to keep out right, 
Three waking Munitters every night, 


IWhicb, . 


| When the 3 hear'd her Dirty ſo fad, 


Compaſſion Straight his Fury allay'd, 


And uato the Boys the Land Was convey d. 
Which, KC. | | | 


: When the Land; as I aid was convey'd to the Boys, 
The virgin went home again to rejoyce, 


And away went the = my. 2 runeable Voice. 5 


hi b, IS 
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OW ty 5 the mortal , 

That lives by his Mill, 
That depends on his own , 
Not on fortune's Wheel; 

By the ſlight of his Hand, 
And the ſtrength of dis Back, 
Hou merrily, how merrily, 

| His mill goes Clack, Clack, Clack. 
How, &c. 

rf his Wife proves a 'Scold, 

As too often tis ſeen, 

Zor ſhe may be a Scold, 

Sing God bleſs the Queen; 
With his Hand to the Mill, 
And his Shoulder to the Sack, 
He drowns all the difcord, 
la his Muſical Clack, C lack, clas. 
| He, &c. | | 
O'er your Wives and your Daug ters. 
He often prevails, 
32s By ſticking a Cog of a Foot, 

In their fails 3 : 
| Whilſt the Hoy den ſo willingly , 
e laies upon her back, 
And ail the while he Ricks it in, 
The ftones cry Clack, Clacl, Clact. 
And CC. 
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The A Angler's 50 NG to thi Tune, My Father | 
Was dorn betore me, Page $7- 1 1 


F all the recreations which 
Attend on Human Nature, 


There's none that is of to high a Pirs b, 


Or is of ſuch a ſtature, £2 Wi 


às is the ſubtle Angler's lire, 


In all mens Approbation; 
For Anglers tricks do daily mix 
In erer Corporation. 


| Whilſt Ev? and Adam liv'd in ove. 


And had no cauſe of Jangling z. 


| The Devil diu the Waters move, 


I be Serpent went to Angling : 


F He bates his H ok with Godlike look. 


Thought He this will entangle har; wy 


4 By this all ye may plainly fee, 


That the Devil was firft an gs 


Are all 3 neat Friar ers 3 5 
And he that !ooks fin will in, fine 
That moſt of them are Anglers : 


| Whilſt grave Divines do f1'Þ tor Souls, 


Phy firiaas like Curmudgeons 3 


They bait with Health, and fiſh for Wealth, 


And Lawyers h!h for Gude Seons. 


Upon th'Exchan; ge 'twixt Twelve 904 One, 
Mects many a neet entangler | 
Mongſt M-rchant Men, there's mot one in ten, 
But what i5 9 | Cunning Angler : | 
For like the Fit» in the brock, 
Brother th #aatlow Brother ; : 


There's a Gul len Hair hangs at the Foo, 


And they ak tor one another. 
3 „„ 


145 Pills to purge ae ly. 


A Shop-keeper ! next prefer, 
He's a formal Man in Black Sir; 
He throws his Angle ev'ry where, 
And crys what is't you lack Sir: 
Tine Silks, or Stuffs, Cravats, or Cuffs, 
But if a Courtier prove th 'entangler 3 
iy Citizen he mult look to't then, 
Or the Fiſh will catch the Angler. 


gut there's no ſuch Angling as a Wench, 
Stark naked in the Water; 

She Il make you leave both Trout and Tench, 

And throw yourſelf in after 


Four Hook and Line ſhe will confine, 


Ikh)hhus tangled is th'entanglerz _ 
_ Anmndthis I fear hath ſpoil'd the Gear, 
Of many a Jovial angler. e 


But if you'll Trowl for a Scriv*ners ſoul, 
Caſt ina Rich young Gallant; 

To take a Courtier by the Pole, 
Throw in a Golden Tallent : 
zut yet [ fear the draught will ne'er 
Corr pound for half the charge an't 3 
- gut if you'll catch the Dev il at ſtratch, 
vou muſt Bait him with a Serjeant. 


Thus have 1 made my. Anglers Trade, 
To ſtand above defiance ; - 

vor like the Mathematick Art, 

It Runs through every Science * 
Tf with my Angling >ong 1 can 

To Micth and Pleaſure (cize you; 

Il bait my klook with Wit again 
And Angle {til} to pleaſe you, 


Soli owwin 


FOSTERS 


14 ein 


„„ 
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| In libertie 
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Fortune i is a laſs 
Will embrace 


And ſoon deſtroy; 


Free born, - 


We'll ever be, 


Singing vide le roy. 


Vertue is its own reward Ir, 


And Fortune is a whore, 
There's none but fools and knaves regard her 


Or her power implore. 


He that is 2 truſty Roger 

And hath ſerv'd his King, | 
Although he be a tatter'd Souldicr, 
Yet he willskip and Sing, 


VP hilft he that fights for love, 
May in the way of Honour prove. | 
And they that make port of us, 
Ma come ſhort of us: 
ate will flatter them, 
Ind will ſcatter them, 
Wilſt the Royalty, 
Looks upon Loyalty, 


We that live peaceably, 
May be (ſucceſsfully, 


| Crown's with a Crown at laft, 


But a FO 3 man 


May be utterly undone, 
To ſhow his allegiance, 
Is 1ove and obedience, 

But that will raiſe him up. 
Virtue weighs him up, 

Honour ftays him up, 


And we'll praiſe him, 
Whift the fine Courtier dine, | 


With nis! ul} bowls of wine, 


Honour wii ial him faſt, Freely 
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Freely let's be then 
Honeſt men, 

And kick at fate, 
5 We 
Way live to ee - 


Our Loyalty 
Valued at a higher rate. 


He that hears a word or a ſword, 
_ Gainit the throne $ --© -. | 
Or dot prophanely prate 
To wrong the State, | 

Hath but little for his own. 
e Chorus, © 


W hat though Plummers, Painters,and payer „3 


Be the proſperous men, 


5 Yet weld acheni ont own affairs, 


When we come tot agen, | 
Treachcry may be fac'd with light, 
And leacher y lin'd with furr; 


= A Cuckold may be made a Kaigbt, 5 


'Tis fortune de Ja guerre; 
' But what is that to us boys! 
That now are honeſt men? 
- We'll conquer and come agen, 
Beat up the drum agen, 
Hey for Cavaliers, 
Toy for Cavaliers, 
Pray for Cavaliers 


- Dub a dub dub; Have 22 add e 


Oliver ſtinks for fear. 


 Fift- Monarchy muſt down, Bullies, | 


And every Sect in Town, 

We'n rally and to't agen, 
Give em the rout agen, 
When they come agen, 
Charge em home agen, 


5 Fm to the right about, 1arur ur 47 4, 


bis is the life of an honeft poor Cavalier. 
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4 Per h, bitween two Weſt Countrymen on [+ ah 


of a Wedding. 


1 IFS 77 1 1 -re are been, 
.. cxel the rareſt things have ſeen; 


O things beyound compare | 
Suci fights again cannot be found 
In any "Place on Engliſh ground, 
5 Pe it at Wale or Fair. 


| At Chu 2. Co , hard by the way 


Where we (chou know ft) do fell our hav. 


There is a Houſe with ſtairs 2 
and there did I ſee coming down, | 
duch Voulk as are not in our town. 
Vorty at leaft in pairs. 


A mong ft the reſt one peſtilent fine, 


= His beard no bigger though than Nine 


Walkt on before the reſt: 


Our Landlord looks like nothing to him: 
INT (God bleſs him) *twould undo him. 


Shou'd he 8⁰ ſtill ſo dreſt. 


At courſe- a. Park without all doubt, 
He ſhould have firſt heen taken out 


2222 — 


I 
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By all the Maids ''th' Ton; 


| Though luſty Roger there had been, 
Gs Or little George upon the green, 


Or Vincent of the Crown. | 


Zut wot you what; the yoath Was _ 


To make an end of his own uwooing 
The Parſon for him Raj" 


"Ve t by his leave (for all his haſt). 
He did n not ſo much wiſh all paſt 


Perchance as did the Maid, | 


The Maid and thereby hangs a tale) 


| For ſuch 2 Maid no Whitſon Ale 


Could exer yet produce: 
No grope that's kindly ripe, could be 


. round, {0 plump, ſo loft as (he, 


Nor half ſo full of Ja; ice. 


* H: r finger was ſo mal, the Ring 
Would not ſtay on which he did bring, 


It was too wide a peck ; 


And to ay truth /for out it muſt) 
Jr !00kt like the great Co ig Colts hc 
. olts neck. 8 


about our young 


Her feet beneath her petticoat, | 
Like little mice ſtole in and out, 


As if they fear the light: 


Bit Dick ſhe dances ſuch a way, 


No Sun upon an Eafter day 
Is half fo fine a fight. 


He woula have kiſt her once or twike 
But ſhe would not, ſhe was ſo nice, 


She would not do it in fight ; 
And then ſhe look't as who would ſay, 
I will do what I lift to day; 
55 You ſhail do't at Night. 
Wes of 
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Her ks ſo rare 2 white was on, 

No Dazy makes compariſon | 
(Who fee's them is undone : 0 

For ſtreaks of red were mingled there; 

duch as are on 4 Katherine Pear, 

The nde that $ next the Sun. 


Ner lips were red and one was thin 
Compar d to that was next her Chin - 

a (Some Bee had ſtung ic newly:? 
| Put (Dick, her Eyes ſo guard hcr Face, 

| vuckt no more upon them gaze, 

=. Then on the Sun | in Jug. 


Her mouth ſo ſmall when he does f bear, 
9 tow att ſwear her teeth her words «lid break, 
1 That chey might paſſage get, 
But ſhe 0 handed ftiil the matter, = 
| hey Came as good as ours or better, 
5 Aud ate not ſpent à whit, 


"If viking ſhould be any $a 

the Parton himſelt had guilty been; 

(She lookt that day 10 purely) 
Aad did the youth ſo oft the feat 

At night as ſome did in conceit, 

It would have {poil d Lim furely 


= Paſkon, oh me! how I run on 


here's that that would be thought upon 
I ̃. I tro) beſide the bride: 
| The buſineſs of the Kitchin's great, 
For it is fit that men ſhould eat; 
| Nor was is there deny 4. 


Juſtin the nick the Cook knockt thrice, 
Aa all the waiters in a trice | 
His ſummons did obey, 
| Each Serving man with dil in dana 


ee 


S 


TT EPPY 
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March boldly up like our Train-band, 


Preſented and away. 


when al the Meat uas on the Table, 
What man of knife or teeth was able 


To ſtay to be intreated 2 


andi this the very reaſon was 
Before the Parſon could ſay grace, 


The company was ſeated. 


Now hats fly off, and youths 8 


Health firſt go round, and then the Houſe; 


The Brides came thick and thick; ; 


And when twas nam'd anothers health, 
5 N he made it hers by ftealth; 


(And who could help it, Dick 7 ) 


o th ſudden up they riſe and dance 3 8 


Then ſit again, and ſigh and glance: 


Then dance again and kils : 


Thus ſev'ral ways the time did paſs, 
Wnil ſt every woman wiſht her place, 


And every man wiſht dis. . 


| By this time all was oln aſide, 5 
Io counſel and undreſs the Bride * 


But that he muſt not 3 = 


put *twas thought he gueſt her mind. 
: And did not mean to ſtay behind 


Above an hour or o. 


When in he came ( Dick ) there ſhe lay 
Like ne u · fallen ſnow melting away, 


( Tuas time I tro to part) 
Kiſſes: were now the only ſtay, 


= Which don ſhe gave, as who would lay 


Sd Bo'y'! with all wy heart.. 


%%% ĩ MO 
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gut juſt as Heavens would have to croſs it 

In came the Bride-maids with the Poſſet, 

The Bridegroom eat in ſpight 3 

For had he left the women to't ; 


It woud have coſt two Hours to do 3 
| Which were too much that night. 


At length the Candle's out, and now 
All that they had not done they do; 
What that is, you can tell; 
But I believe it was no more, 
Then thou and I have done before 
With Bridpetand with NU. 


—— © 


7 12 be Downfall 8 one . BY FY Mire-Tounnb 
Cambridge, ar the Sinking thereof into the Cel. 


1 My Father was born before, Page 57 


'T_Ament:, Lament You Scholars all, 
Each w:ar his blackeſt gown, | 
The Mitre that held up your wits, 8 8 
Is now it ſelf faln down : | 
The diſmal Fire on Londor.- Biridg: 
Cou:d move no heart of mine, 

For that but o're the water ftood, 

But this ſtood 0 er the 11 ine. 


it 5 muſt melt each Chriſtian ! heart, 
That this ſad News but hears; 

To ſec how the poor Hog [heads wept, 
Good Sack and Claret Tears, 
The Zealous ſtudents of that place. 
Change of Religion tear, : 
Leit this miſchance bring in 

The Bere f te of Br 


lar. By Mr. Tho. Randolph. To the Tune 


{1 fl- 


! — — — — : 
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5 Uniappy Mitre 1 would know, 


The cauſe of thy ſad hap; 


Qame it by making Legs too low, 


To Pembroot's Cardinal's Cap e 
Hence know thy ſelf and cringe no o more; 
Since Popery went don, = 
The Cap ſhould veil to thee for now. | 
The Mitre's next the Crow n. 


= or was't becauſe e our company . 
Did not frequent thy Cell; 


As we were want to droun thoſe cares 
Thou fox*t thy ſelf and fell? 

No ſure the Devil was a Dry 

And caus'd that fatal blow, 


*Twas he that made the Cellar ſink, 


That he might drink below. 


And ſome do ſay the Devil did it; 
Cauſe he would drink up ally 


But rather think the oye Was drunk, L 


And let the Mitre fall. 
But Roſe now whither, Falcon mew, 
Whilſt Sam enjoys his wiſhes ; 


The Dolphin too muſt caſt her C roun 


Wine was not made for Fiſhes, 


That ſign a Tave ern beſt becomes, _ 1 e 
That ſhews who loves Wine beſt; „ 
The Mitre's then the only fign, 

For tis the Scholars creſt. 


Then drink Sack Jam and cheer thy hearty ou 
Be not diſmay'd at all; „ 5 

For we will drink it up Again, 5 5 
T hough dur lelves do catch a fall. 


We Il be thy workmen day and night, . : = 
In ſpight of Bugbear Proctorsz N Y 
We drank like freſhmen all before, 

But now w-1 drink like Doctors. Her 
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SON G, 75 the Tune of the Black-imith, 

N Page 28. 
Ji ing you 2 Sonnet that neter was in Print, 

'Tis truly and newly come out of the Mint, 
In tell you before hand you'll find nothing in't. 
Wb nothing 1 think, and on not,, 1 write, 

is norhirg I court yet nothrig U ili ght, 

Nor care la pin if 1 get nah b. 


: Eir?, Air, Earth, and Water, Beaſts, Birds, Fiſh, and Mer, 
Did ſtart out of vor bing a Chaos, a Den; 
And all chings ſhall turn into nothing 2 gain. 
Tis nothtng ſome times that makes mau things hits. 
4s when fools amongſt wiſe men do filently tir 
7M tool chat lays nothing may pais for a Wit. 


What one man loves is another mans lacking, 

This blade loves a quick thing, that loves a new thing, 
And both do in the coaclation love nothing. 

Your lad that makes love to a je. icate moot h thing, 
Ani thinking with enghs to gain her an fothing, 

Fre: quently makes (| uch ado about noubl. g. 


At last when his Patience and Purſe is tecay . 
_ tle may tothe Bed of a Whore be betray'd | 
Bur ſhe that hath »orhivg mult en cd bean maid, 
Your laſhing, and claſhing, and Haihing, or wit, 
Noth ſtart out of vi but fancy an fit, 
Tis litle or nl to what has been grit 


den firſt by the Ears we to gethe r N | fall, 
Feu ſomething got votbi/g ann, 10g Ot all; 
Fro l nothing ic came and 10 no thi- * Ty ſpan. 

Chat party that ſcal'd to 4 Cow nant in haſt, 
Who made our three King ou, & Churches lie waſte, 
Their 1 an! all cane to e at lat. 


They 


— 
ett. AM — 
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They raiſed an Army of Horſe and of foot, | 
'To tumble down Monarchy, branches and root, > 
They thunder d and plunder'd, but nothing would dot, 
The Organ, the Alter and Miniſters cloathing, 8 
In Presbyter Fuck begot ſuch a loathing, 
That he muſt needs raiſe a petty new #orhing, 
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And when he had rob'd us in ſanctifi'd cloathing, 
| Perjur'd the people by fathing and troathing, 
At laſt he was catcht and all came to nothing. 
ln ſeveral Factions we quarrel and brawl, 

F Diſpute andcontend; and to fighting we fall, 
I'll lay all to nothing, that nothing wins all. 


4 e — 


When war, and rebellion, and plundering grows, 
| The mendicant man is the freeſt from foes z _ 
For he is moſt happy hath zothing to loſe. 
Brave Cæſar and Pompey, and great Alexanler, | 
|| Whom Armics did follow as Gooſe follows Gander, 
7 l | ” Nethng can 25 to an ation of ſlander. . 5 


1 The wiſeſt great Prince, were he never ſo ſtour,. 
{ Though he conquer'd the world & gave mankind the rout 
[Dic bring orking in, nor ſhall bear notbing out, 
= Ol1N/2 that aroſe to High-thing from low-thing, _ 
| By Brewing Rebellion, nicking and frothing, 
In ſcven years ſpice was both all things and nothing. 


Deters heir) that piriful flow thing, 
ho once was invefted with Purple Cloathing, 
Sands tor a Cypher and that ſtands for Nothing; 


1 ſt King-xillers do. d ate excluded from bliſs, 
0 OI 5radſhiw (that feels the reward on't by this) 
Ha detter been vetbmg than now what he is. 


nd Colonel Hewſor that lalely did crawl, 


te, io ofty dpree from a low Coblers ftall, _ 
Di bring all to 7e8bimg when Awl came to Avl. 


3 
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_ Your Gallant that rants it in delicate Cloathing, 
Though lately he was but a pitiful low thing, 
Pays Landlord, Draper, and Taylor with not ing. 


The nimble tongu 'd Las yer that pleads for his pay, 


When Death doth arreſt him and bear him PT 5 


At the General Barr will have nothing to ſay, 
Whores that in ſilk were by Gallants embrac'd, 
By a rabble of Prentices lately were chas d 


- Thus Courting and ſporting comes to — at lat, | 


; 17 any man tax me with weakneſs of Wit, 
And lay that on nothing, I nothirg have writ, 


= I ſhall anſwer. Ex milo xibil fir. 


Vet let his diſcretion be never ſo tall, 
This very word vothirg ſhall give it a fall, 
For writing of — I comprehend all. 


Let every man give the poet his due, 

Cauſe then 'twas with him as now it's with you, 5 
He ftudy'd it when he had nothing to do. 

This very word nothing if took the right way, 

May prove advanta neous for what would you ay, 5 


| | if the Vintner ſhould cry there's rothing to pay. 


The Scul ding Hife, New Sett by Mr. Ackeroy, 
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_ men they do delight; in n 5 

'& And ſome in Hawks take pleaſure; 

Others joy in war and wounds, 
And there by gain great Treaſure; 3 

Some they do love on ſea to ſail, 
Others rejoyce in Riding; 5 

But all their judgments do them fail, 
There' 5 NO ſuch} joy as — 


When ſoon as Day I open mine eyes, 15 
Io entertain the Morning; 
ü Before my Husband he can "iſe, 
I I Chede and proudly ſcorn him: 
When at the board I take my Place, | 
What ever be the Feaſting 
[ firſt do Chile and then ſay Grace, 
If ſo diſpos'd to taſting, 


Too Fat, too Lean, too Hot too Cold, | 
l Teveramcomplainings 
Too raw, too Roſt, too Young, too Oli, 
I always am diſdainning: 


| ; Let it be Fowl, or Fleſh, or Fiſh, 


Tho' am myouwn Taſter; 
Yet I'll and fault with Meat or Diſh, 
With Maid or with the Maſter, : 


but when to Bed l g⁰ at Night, 
I ſurely fall a weeping; 


+ For then I leave my great delight, 


low can I Clide when Sleeping: 
et this my Grief doth mitigate, 
And muſt aſwage my ſorrow z 


Although to Night it be to late, 


Il Sealy chier to morrow 
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| Suppoſe you ſ p-ak clean from the matter you mean, 


« — — 


Vet take this advice, be both merry and wiſe, 


Or ſuppoſe that ſome ſur, ſhuuld lurk in this pot, 


160 = Pills Fo FER Melancholy. . 
The Cautious Drinker, New Fer by Mr. Aceto 5 


4 Maſters and Friends, who ever intends, 
To trouble this Room with Dilcourſe 3 


Tou that lit by are as guilty as J, 


Be your talk the b- tter or worſe: 


: Now leaft you ſhould prate of matters of late, 


Or any thing elſe that might hurt us; 


We rather will drink off out cups to the brink, 


And then we fhall Peak to the Purpoſe. 


hat's not a pin here or there; 
Ye know not Shak Creatures be ncar: 
To ſcatter out words that might hurt us; 


To free that ſam: doubt, we'll ſee all the pot out, 
And then we ſha'! ſneak to the purpose. 


15 
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yd. ! If any man here be in bodily fear, 
„ Of a Wolf, a Wite of a Tweaks 
| Here's Armour of proof ſhall keep her a-loof, 
Here's Liquor will make a man (peak; 
| Or if any enter to challenge his Friend, 
Or rail at a Lord that might hart us, 
Let him drink once or twice of this Helicon juice, 
5 And then he ſhall ſpeak to the Purpoſe, 


= | He that rails at the times, in proſe or in rimes, 

| — Doth bark like a Dog at the Moon; 
#; | Sings Prophecies ſtrange, and threatens ſome change, 
And hangs them upon the Queens Toma: _ 
: He is but a Rayler or Prophecying Taylor, 

5 Io o ſcatter out words that might hurt us, 
I Let's talk of no matches, but drink and Sing Catches, 
— And then we ſhall ſpeak to the pur pole. 


It is a mad zeal for a man to reveal, 

j His ſecret thoughts when he bowſes; _ 

He is but a Widgeon that talk of Religion, 

In Taverns or intipling houſes: 

It is not for vs ſuch things to diſcourſe, 

Loet's talk of nothing that might hurt us; 

But let's begin a new health to our King, 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the purpole- 


| A-midſtof our Bliſs *twill not be a miſs, 
| | I᷑0“ talk of our going home late; 
Ex If Conftable Kite or a Piſ-pot at night, 
Should chance to be ſpilt on our pate: 
It were all in vain to rage or complain, 
„Or ſcatter out words that might hurt us 
 _ Twere better to 2 home to honeſt kind aan, 
And then we ſhall ſpeak to the purpoſmd. 
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: Old Simon the King. 


TN a humour I was late, 
As many good fellows be; 
To think of no matters of State, 
But ſeek for good company 
That beſt contented me, 
I I travail'd up and down, 
No company I could find, 


Till 1 came to the Sight of the C rownz 


iy Hoſteſs was fick of the Mumps, 
I The Maid was ill at eaſe, 
The Tapfter was drunk in his Dumps, 
They were all of one diſcale, 
| Says Old Simon the King. 


| Conſidering i in my mind, 
And thus I began to think, = 
If a man be full to the Throat 

And cannot take off his drink 
And if his drink will not down, 

He may hang himſelf for ſhame, 
So may the Tapſter at the Crown, 

Whereupon this reaſon 1 frame; = 
Drink will make a man Drunk, 


And Drunk will make a man ary; 5 


Dry will make a man ſick, 
And Sick will make a man Die, 


Says Old Simon the King, 


If a Man ſhould be drunk to night, 
And laid in his grave to motro's, 
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Will you or any man ſay, _ 
That he died of Care or Sorrow? 
Then hang up ſorrow and care, 
' "Tis able to killa Cat. 
And he that will drink all night, 
Is never afraid of tat! 
| For drinking will make a man Quaft, 
Quaffing will make a man ſing; 
Singing will make a man laugh, 
And Laughing long life doth bring, 
| Says Old Simon the King 


STEAM 


f a Puritan Skinker cry, 
Dear brother it is a Sin, 

I Io drink vnleſs you be dry, 

hben ſtrait this tale I begin, 

A puxritan left his can, 

And took him to his Jugg, 

And there he play'd the man, 

a As long as he could tugge 

I But when that he was ſpay'd 

What did he ſwear or rail; 

No truly, dear Brother he cry d, 

5 Indeed all ficfh is rail, 
Says Old Simon the King. 


| 50 Fellows if you'll be Drunk, 
UC 
I Or for to keep a Punk, 
- 8 Or play at In and in; 
I For drink and Dice and Drabs, 
Are all of one condition, 
And will breed want and Scabs, 
In ſpite of the Phyſician: 
| Who ſo fears every Graſs, | 
| MuftneyerPifsin a Meadow, 
- | And he that loves a pot and a La, _ __ 
Muſt never cry Oh my head, oh! = i 
Says Old Simon the King. | = 4 
Ds Bs The | 
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no 
The Ge ling of the Devil, by Dick the Babs la tri 
Mansfield T. es 
| For h 
EAN Ob! 
— b = k 


TOW liſten ; a while and I will you tell, | And 


IN Of the Gelding of the Devil of Hell; 3 Mi 
And Dick the Baker of Mansfield Town, Into 
I 0 Murcheſter market he was bound, . 
And under a Grove of Willows clear, 3 ; Nay, 
This Baker rid on with a merry chear: 3 
Beneath the Willows there was a Hill, Es 


And there he met the Devil * Hell. 
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{ Baker, quoth the Devil, tell me that, 
How came thy Horſe ſo fair and fat ? 
| la troth, quoth the Baker, and by my fay, 
Becauſe his ftones were cut away. 
por he that will have a Gelding free, 
| Both fair and luſty he muſt be: 
£ Oh ! quoth the Devil, and ſaiſt thou ſo, 


| Thou ſhalt geid me before thou do'ft 80. 


60, tie thy Horſe unto a tree, | 
| And with thy knife come and geld me. 
1 The Baker had a knife of Iron and Steel, 
With which he gelded the Devil of Hell. 

It was ſharp pointed tor the nonce, 

Fit for to cut any manner of ftones : 

I The Saler being lighted from his Horſe, 
2a Cut the Devil 5 ſtones from his Arſe, 


7Z | Oh! quoth the Devil beſbrow thy heart, | 
. 1 Thou doſt not tec! how I do ſmart; 


I bor gelding of me thou art not quit, 
—— For I mean to geld thee this ſame day  ſevennight. 
— I The Baker hearing the words he ſaid, 
— Within his heart was ſore afraid, 

He hied him to the next market town, EE, 75 
1 To (ell his bread both white and brown, 1 


- And a the marker was done that Day, | 

The Baker went home another way, | 
| Unto his wife he then did tell, 
| How he had gelded the Devil of Hell: 
| FF _ Nay, a wondrous word hard him fay, 

He would geld me next market day; 

Therefore, wife, I ftand in doubt. 
Id rather > Quorh the thy e Eyes » were out, 


| Ydrather thou ſhould break thy Neck- bone, 
J. Then for to loſe any manner of ſtone, ; 
For why 'twill be a loathſome thing, 


Whe en every Woman Hall all thee Gelding 3 . Thus | 
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Thus they continu'd both in fear, 

Until the next market day drew near. 

Well quoth the good Wife, well 1 wot, 
Go fetch me thy Doublet and thy Coat. 


Ihy Hoſe, thy Shoon and Cap alſo, 


And Ilite a man to the Market will go: 


Then up ſhe got her all in haſt, 
With her bread upon her beaſts 
And when ihe came to the hill fide, _ 
There ſhe ſaw two Devils abide, 

A little Devil and another, 
Lay playing under the hill fide togethe: 


Oh quoth the Devil without any fain, 
_ _. Yonder comes the Baker again; 
Beeſt thou well Baker, or beeſt thou wo, 


TI mean to geld the before thou doft go, 
Theſe were the words the Woman did fay, 


_ Good Sir I was gelded but yeſterday 
Oh quoth the the Devil that I will ſee, 


And he pluckt her cloths above her knee. 


And looking upward from the ground, 


There he ſpyed a grevious wound: 
Oh (quoth the Devil; what might he be? 

For he was not cuning that gelded thee, 
For when he had cut away the ſtones clean, 
le ſhould have ſowed up the hole again; 
- He called the litle Devil to him anon, | 
And bid him look to that ſame man. 
Whilſt he went into ſome private place, 
To fetch ſome lalye in a little ſpace, 


The great Devil was gone but a little way, 


Zut upon her belly there crept a flea; 
The little Devil ſoon ſpied that, 

He up with his paw and gave her a pat: 
With that the Woman began to ſtart, 
And out ſhethruſta moſt horrible tart, 


5 
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Whoop! whoop ! quoth the little Devil, come again! 
41 n 
For here another hole broke by my fayt; 85 

The great Devil he came Zunains in haſt, 
Withir his heart was ſore aghaſt. 
{| Fough quoth the Devil thou art not ſound, 
Thou ſtinkeſt fo ſore above the ground. 
I Thy life days ſure cannot be long, 
—Y Thy breath it fumes ſo wondrous ſtrong. 


| The hole is cut fo near the Bone, . 
There is no ſalve can ſtick thereon, | 2 
And therefore Baker I ſtand in doubt, © * 
| That all thy Bowels will fall out: e 
Therefore Vater hie thee away, 

And in this pre: no * ſtay. 


— 
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He Sages of old, 
5 | In Prophecy told; 3 
The cauſe of a Nations undoing; 

But the true Ergli|þ breed, 
No Prophets do need. 
For each man here ſeeks his own run. 

By grumbling and Jars, 
We promote civil Wars; 
| And Preach up falſe Tenets to many, 
8 We ſnarl, and we bite, 
5 We rail, and we fight 
For Religion, yer no man. has any- 


Then * let 8 cmommend, 
| That's true to his Friend; 
= And a Miſs that can Wittily prattle : 
e That delights not in Blood, 
| | But draus when he ſhou'd: 
And bravely ne*er ſhrinks from a Battle; 
That rails not at Kings, 
Nor at Politick things; | 
Nor 1 does ſpeak when he's mellow, 
But takes a full Glais, | 
| To his Maſter's fucc-1s, 
This this! 18 the en brave Fellos. 
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To 4 Friend ho defi ed ve . thas to admire 


"8 Mind, and the ny of SyIvi2. 


"Ho! 914 ius Eyes a hs could ralſe, 
More fit for wonder than for Praiſes 


And tho' her wit were clear and h nh, 
That twere reſiitleſs as her Eye; 


Yet without Love ſhe {til l Ha! Fal, 
I'm deaf to one, to th other blind. 


Thoſe Fools that think Beau ty can x pro ov 
A cauſe ſufficient for their Lore, 
I wiſh: they never may have more, 


To try how Looks can cure their fore 2 


ITis ſuch the Sex io high hard ter, . 
They take it not for 8 fr, but debt. 


le Love were unto Sight config“ * 


The god of it would not be Blind 
Nor would che pleaſure of it be 
§o often in ob[curity : 


170 Jiu purge Me unc holy. 


No. t K OK J oy each ſenſe hath right, 5 
"Equal at aſt co that of di; ht. 


The gods, who. knew. th - nobleft pa rt 

In Love, foug lit not ihe Mind hut heart; 

And len hurt by the winged Boy, 

\W hat they admir'd they did enjoy; 
Knowing aA Kind N15 Love could Ul pro, e 
The hope, Tard, and cure of Love, 


Pu rather my affections keep 
For Nymphs only enjoy'd in fl-ep, 
han caſt away an hour of Care 
On any cauſe ſhe's only fair: 
Nay, fleep more pleaſing Dreams do more 
-4 han arc N Our e Ones of Love: 


Fr Fecnfic's? ls love to Ser 
Then atter to decline the Cure; 
Yet yon do both, aiming no hig aher 
I han for to ſce, and to admire, 
An Idol you Il not only frame, 
But you will too adore the tame. 


Had there in Silvia nothing ſhin'd, 

But the unſeen Charms of her Mind, 
You M ould have had the like eſteem. 
lor he: that I have ſtill for them: 

If fleſh and blood your flame inſpire, 
Then Make thoſc ct YOUr dctice, 


And Friend, that you may clearly prove 
*Tis not her mind alone you love; | 
Let her 't wirt us her tell impart, 

Ove youther Mind, and me her Hear: 


As litt e cauſe then you will nnd 
As ld no, to Love her Mind. 


zlia; 
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Sælia's Complains 5 
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Cor Clit once WI: very fa: 


7 
A quick Demir ing Eye fue had ; 
Moti neat; look ber Drauded alt, 


Her dainty Check wou wake vou w ad; 
Upui he 4 Lips did all the Gcaccs 1 


| And on aer Breaſt ten 1Ihuutand ( lt 0) Cuptds Lyy. 


Then me ny 2 doting Lover came, 
Prom Seventeen to Twen! Y one; 
Each told her of his mighty fame, 


But ſhe: forſoothi affecte 5 none: 


: | 8 One was not Handlom, th' other was not Fine ; 


' 1 | 8 Th 1s of Tabaco [1 nc ity and that Ct WI ie. 
But t DENG day t was my fre 
; To walk along that way alone; 


1 ifaw 10 Coach 05 ctore- he r gate, 
But at her 0.5L 1 Ken rl her mone; 


| __ Shedropta Tear, and ſighing ſeems to Gy, 


Young Ladics, Marry, MActy While you may. 


| 36-2 - A 
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Amyntor S Well. ulay. 


* Z'oris now thou art fled a. way, 


And all the joy he took to ſce, 
His pretty Lambs run after thee, 
Is gone, is gone, and he alone, 


His Oaten pipe that! in thy praiſe 


Is thrown away, and not a ſwain 
Dares pipe, or ting, within his plain 
 *Tis d:ath for any now to ſay 

Oae word to him, but welladay. 


So roundly did in meaſures meet, 
Is broken down, and no content 


Al that I ever heard him ſay 
was Chlorts, Cbloris, welladay. 


Comes near Amymor ſince you went, 


Amynror's ſheep are gone aſtray j 


Sings nothing now but welladay (welladay.) | 


Was wont to play ſuch roundelays, 


The May-pole where thy little feet 


ws 


| He ever ſince hath laid his head, 


As not a blade of grals win grow 3 


FEW. 


. 


db | b WA 


z Ore thee | Good Sooth, Not 11 1 
Alas] you muft go learn to talk, 
Nay fie, ftand off, 80 too, go too. 

| Becauſe you're in the faſhion, 5 


85 ye think your Clothes are Orators 
IT'invite us to the Sport ? | 
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Upon thoſe Banks you ns' to tread 1 


And Whiſpet'd there ſuch pinirg oe, 


O chioris ! Chlorrs ! come away, 
And hear Amyntor J welladay. 


P ˙ . w 
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2 Lady ts a young 3 
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T've ſomewhat elſe to doc: 


Betore you learn to wooe. 


And newly come to Court, 


Ha! ha! who will not jeer thee fort! 


Ne'er look ſo ſweetly, Youth, 
Nor fiddle with your Band, 2 . 
We know you trim your borrow'd Curls 
To ſh-w your pretty Hand; 

But tis too young for to command. 


17 
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[EIT pr ACtiie ho 10 Fer, 
And think each word a Te, 


| .at 8 the 0 Hurt V. 30-5 a Alas! you" re Ont 


10 think when hnely Ire ſt, 
You piezie me or the Ladies beſt. 


Ardwhy fo confilent | 
decauſe that late we 


Have brought anothe Fr: lofty word, 
unto our ped egree 


: | Your infile ſeems the work: to me. 


Na How s Sir 77 7 ul 755 fools 3 
%% ü TTT 

Who cares not hat he ſays or ſears 
S Ladies laugh at it; 


Who ein de * luch bl blades adit ? 


e 


The 4 es Ot * t and re:! 2 8 
Then = may boaſt for you have ſcen, 
My rarer Cern, Bbeaur — Cure, 


Hare vous er plea lr our eli ful Fare 


For thou haſt heard me CHoris voice 


1 . *d ; I Pc. 5 — N 
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„rome +0715 bholom run 7 | 
Or bay 8 © 1 Ju feen On Klus Bed. 


4 4 1 11 
2 \ hy | 85 40 


pac „ 


W. itt; the weet my CR of RK Sp ies! 8 


Hos you ter 15 Acne rene ung. 
Or x l I. A. play 11 LICK n 45 * 


Fro, f be 55 and k. pyce e. 


Have von {er melt that Chym: ek Skill 
tr Om Role 0 Am ICT Goth } dAiftill 


Have you been near char . crig ce 
Tie Phenix makes 8 ſhe dies 7 


Then you can tell I do preſume) 


My Cloris is the World's Perfume. 


: . Have vou ger aſted what the Bee 


Steals from each tragrant Flower or Tree: > 


Or dic Jou ever taſt that meat 
Which Poers fay that Gods did eat? 
(ren J will no longer doubt 


5 8 0 an ve ound my Ci/6/ 65 Ou“ 


Hark! 
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Amyntor' Dream. 


A} 190 : 
22 2: 
1 44. 
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J VT 3 5 
— x < 0 +- + - [1-53 has = Fr . 4 ; 
SES. FEEL 22 
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BR” : St 58 4. 3 12 . 


s d . in a Mead 2 hay; 

\ Stumbring upon a bed of new-inade Hay, 
A Dream, a fatal Dream unlock'd his eyes, 
Where.t he wakes, and thus ge crys; 
Cboris where art thou Chloris? Oh! — 5 fed, 1 
And left Aryntor to a loathed Bed. | | 


| Heark! how the Winds conſpire with ww and rain, 


how the heavens chide her in her way, | 
For robbing poor Amyntor of his joy: 

And yet ihe comes not Chloris, ON ſhe's fled, 
And lert e to a loathed Bed. 


Cen 


(50:1 | 1 


PE Si 


To 1 her courſe, and beat her back again _ - 


irn 
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Come, , Cloris, come, ſee where Amynter lies, ” 
Juft as you left him, but with ſadde Eyes; 


Bring back that heart which thou haſt ſtoln from me 
That Lovers may record thy Conſtancy; | 
O! no, the will not, Chloris, O ſhe's fled, 


And left Amyntor, Kc. 


oz lend me { Love) thy wings that [ may fly 
Into her boſom, take my leave, and die: 


What comfort have I now ith” worl ſince he | 
That was my world of. joy is gon from me, 
My Love, my Cheri? Cris, 01 (he's fied, 

And leſt  Amyntor, &c. 


Awake Amyntor from this FOTO for he 
Huath too much goodue to be falle to thee : 
Think on her Oiths, her Vows, her Sighs, her T-acs, : 


And thoſe will quickly ſaci>fie chy fears. 
No, no, 4nyrtor, Cbloris is not fled, 


But iu return into thy longing Bed. 


| 
| 
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alm as the En ing and des the SKY, 
1 5 And the ſwect budding Flowers did ſpring; 
When all alone went rg, and 1, 

To hear the {x2er Nigh tingale ſing. 
-T fate and he laid him An by me, 
And ſcarcely his breath he coul draw: 

Put when with a fear he be: gan to come near, 
He was daſh'd with a Ha, ha, hi, ha, ha; ka ha, 
ha, ba, ha. ha. ha, ha, a, a, ha, ha, ha. 


1 8011 


He b wiki. to himſelr and Jai 1 [ti21 ior a while, 
| Hs modeſty curb'd his detire | 
Bt ſtraight I convinced all his fca 5 wien almile, 
and added n-w flames to his fre- 0 
Ah, $7/oial ſaid he. you are, 
To keep your poor Lover in a 
Then once more he. preſt with his han! to my breaſt 
But aas dath'd with a Ha, ha, ha, ha, &:. 


„ 5 


> i 1 


] k1>w *twas bis Paſſion that cavied h's fear, - 


4 * 
” — ———— —— öꝓ“ç,» !. 


And therefore I nity'd bis caſe 3 U 
1 wiiſp-r 4 him ſoftly there“ no Doe near, 4 
An . My Clice * cloſe 10 313 tace : | 


But as we grew bolder aud ore EF | 1 A 
a-ſhep':: d came by us and N = | 
Ind ſtrusht ac our bliſs began with : a my z | 
He laugut cut with a ila, ha, h, ha. Sc. A] 


1 
þ 


2 
* . —T— 26 
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T*Hus all our lives long we're frolick and gay, 

1 And inftead of Court Rev<l;we merrily play, _ 
At Trap and K-ttl-s, at Early-breax run, 

At Goff and at Scool-ball, and when ve have done 
Thete innucent ſports, ue laugh and lie down, 
And to each pretty Lois we give a, green gown. - 


We teach our little Dogs to fetch and to carry, 
| 5 Patridge, large, the Phealant our QUATTY 3. 

2. nimble Squirrels with cudgel wechate, : © 
And ihe little pretty-Lars betray Wich a z als 


Ard when e baut done; & 


About the May-polc w2 dance all ardund, 
And win Garland vt Picks ard Rotcs ar- crown d; Os 


f 
| 
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Our little kind tribute ve merrily pay 

To the gay Lad, and the bright Lady o'th' May. 
nd wben we bave ane. Ke | 


With our delicate Nymphs we kils and we toy, 
What others but Dream of, we daily enjoy; 


With our Sweet-hearts we daily ſo long till we find 


Their pretty Eyes ſay their Hearts are grown kind. 
Ayd when me bave dove we laugh and e down, © 
Ard to each pretty Lajs we give a green Gown, 


ey Ceo ewe en ett GOA VOOR a Þ — os — 


* w- 
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W Here ever I am, or what everl do, 
| My Phillis is ftill in mind; 


When angry I mean not to Pbillis to 20, 
My feet of themſelves the way find; 
Unknown to my (elf, Tamjuſt at her door, 
| And when 1 would rail, 1 can bring out no more 10 
| Than Pbillis, too fir and unkind: 
4 4 Than / kills, tov fair and unkind. 


When Philiis 1 ſee, my Heart burns i in my bier, 
And the Love I would ſtifle is ſnowẽõ : 
Zut aſleep or awake, I am never at reſt, 
When from mine Eyes Phillis is gone. 


——— EPR 


But alas! when 1 wake and no Phi lis 1 find, 
Then I ſigh to my felf all alone! 
Then I figh to my ſelf all alone! 


- Shouid a King be my rival in her 1 adore, 
He ſhou'd offer his treaſure in vain; 
O let me alone to be happy and poor, 
And give me my Pbillis again: 
Let phil; be mine, and ever be kind, 
1 coul.itoa Deſart with her be confin' dz 
And envy no Monarch his reign, 
And envy no Monarch bis reign. | 


Alas! 1 cGi.cover too much of my Love 
Ani ſhe tou well knows her own pow r: 7 
She makes me each day a new Martyrdom Prove, 
Ani makes me grow jealous each hour. 
Put let her each minute torment my poor mind, 
I bad rather love Phiiis, both falſe and unk ind, 
han ex ver be reed from her pow'r : 
3j 4c; de freed rom her e : 


11 


I 5 


— 


Sometimes a ſweet dream doth delude my fad mind; 


— — — 3 35s5r—ß—— — — . _— 


Pils to purge Melanc bol). 
E 


Ow unhappy a Lover am I. 5 
I 4 Mbit lug for my Phillis in vain: 
All me hopes of delight are another Man's right; 
Mho is happy whilſt lam in pain; | 
Since nr hinbuy affor: no relief, 
But co rily.the pains-which You bear; 
*T:s the beſt of your fate, in a-hovelcts eſtate, 


1 1 71 111 N 2 a 7? Fat n I 1 yy 
OY; — VC Q 3 * n * n . kd > B . 
1 = 


Thbavs try d the falle Mie licine in dein; 

Let hope not to Watts 

From without ny dale Fas go food to its fre, 
b | 


Vo G4 : ; . 8 4 I In 7 f D; - 
But ac Ou rms ana eorta met TWIN 
g 


Yct 


. 


— og tt; — 


That you are not unhappy alone: 
And accounts all your ſuff'rings her own. 


O you Pou'ts! let me ſuffer for both, 
Al the feet of my Phillis 1'11 lie: 


What her honour deny'd you in life, 
In her death ſhe will give to her Love: 
Such a flame as is true, after fate will renew, 
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Yet at leaſt, *tis a comfort to know 


For the Nymph you adore is as wretched or more, 


I'll reſign up my breath, and take p !eaſure in death, 
To be pit. d by her when I die. | 


When the Souls 60 meet cloſer above. 


5 4 SONG. 
— — 1 . e 7 + -— 
— — . 8 1 — 3 
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| A S walk d in the Woods one Ev'ning of late, 
2 A Laſs was deploring her hapleſs cttate; 

In a languiſhing poſture, poor Maide. ſhe appears, 


All ſwell'd with her Sighs, and blubbr d with her Tear, | 
She Cry'd and ſhe Sob'd and! found it was al, 


For a little of that which Harry gave Doll, 


At laſt ſhe broke out, Wretched, ſhe ſail, _ 

Will not Youth come ſuccour a languiſhing Maid 
With what he with eaſe and with pleaſure m i 

Without which, alas, poor I cannot livcl 
Shall I never leave ſighing, and crying and call, 
For a little of that, Sc. 


At figft when I ſaw a young man in the place, 

My colour would fade and then fluſh in my face: 
Ny breath would grow ſhort, and T ſhiver'd all o'er 
My breaſt never popp'd up and down fo before : 
Il ſcarce knew for what 25 
Por a little of that, Oc. 


ay give, 


but now I find it was all, 


aq | | 


„ les; Ob} 


> es a. ho e 


—__ 


3 e OL 
——— I EE as 7 . 
r — = EE 
N Eneath a Mirtle ſhale, 


| From the bright Viſions head, | 
A careleſs veil of Lawn was loolly ſpread; 
From her white Temples fell her ſhaded: hair, N 


Like cloudy Sun-ſhine, not tco brown or fair: | 
Her Hands, Her Lips did Love inſpire, : 
Her ey'ry Grace my heart did fire N ' 
But moſt her Eyes, that languiſh'd with deſire. 
AR! charming Fair, ſaid II, ] 


Ho- long can you my bliſs and yours deny? 
By Nature and by Love, this lovely ſhade 


Silence and ſhales with Love agree, 


| ; You cannot Bluſh, becauſe I cangot ſee, | 
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| 

| 

| 
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” Which Love for none but Lovers made, | 
I flept, and ftreight my Love before me brought, 
Fbilis the Object of my waking thought; 
Undreft ſhe came, my ſlames to meet; 
Whilft Love ſtrew'd flow'rs beneath her Feet, - 
So preſt by her, became, became more ut, 


Was for revenge of ſuffering Lovers made, 


Both ſhelter you, and favour me; 
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No, let me die, ſne ſaid, 
Rather than 1: ile the ſpotl⸗ G name of Maid 


Faintly ſhe ſpoke me-thoug ht tor all the white 


She bid me not believe her with a Imile. 
Then die ſaid I, ſhe ftiil deny“ 

And is it thus, thus, thus, ſhe cry'd; 
You uſc 2 harmleſs Haid! and ſo ſhe dy d. 


I wak't and ſtraight I knew, 


I Loy'd fo w Il, it made my dream prove true: 


Fancy the kinder Rliſtriſs of the two, 
Fancy had done what Is would wot do, 
Ah. cruel N'-mphceafe your diſdain, 
While I can dream you [corn in vain, 
Allee p, or waking you muſt eaſe my pain. 


——— 


| 4 SONG. 


+ 
” 4 " 
7 p 
1 
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Etbinks the poor Town has been J to long, 
With Phil: and Chris in every Song; 
y fools who at once, can both love and diſpair; 
And will never leave calling them cruel and Fair, 
| whic juftly provokes me in Rhime to cxpreis, 
we truth that I know of my Bonny Black BY . 


This B.,, of my [leart, this Bes of H foul, | 


* Hasa Skin white as Milk, but Hair black as a Coal; | 
| She's plump, yet with eale you may {pan rou: ad her 
[Waſt, 


But her round Cwelling Thigh; can Care be embracl ; 
Her Belly is ſoft not a word ot the re N 
But I know what I mean Ken I dri 


The Plow-man and Squire, the erranter Clown, | 

At home ſhe 1ubdu'd in her P ag: on gown 3 

But now ſhe adorns the Boxes and Pit, 

And the proudeſt Town Gallants are korcd to ſubmit 3 
All Hearts fall a leaping where-ever ſhe comes, ö 
And beat day and night, like my Lord——5 Drums. 


| But to tho: «ho have had my dear Pets in their Arms, 
She's gentie and knows how to ſoften her Charms; 3 
And to very Beauty can add a new Grace, 

Having learn'd how to liſpe, and trip in her pace: 
And with head on one fide, and a languiſhing Eve, 

To — us with looking, as if ihe would die. 


— 


O The time that is paſt, 
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When ſhe held me ſo faſt; 


And declar'd that her Honour no longer could laſty 
When no light, but her languiſhing ves did appea, | 
10 . all "excuſes of Bluſhes ad Fear. | 


When ſhe figh d and unlac'd, 
With ſuch trembling and haſt, 


As if ſhe had long d to be cloſer imbrac' ds. 
My Lips the ſweet plraſure of Kiſſes enioy'd, 
While my mind was ia ſcarch of bid treaſare imp] 


My Heart ſet on fre, . 
With the flames of deſire; 


I doldly purſu d what ſh ſcem'd * require . | 
But ſhe cry'd for pity-1.ke, change your ill mind, 
Pray Amyntas, be civil, or UV de unkind, © 


Dear Amynas, the crys, 
Then cafts down her eyes ; 


| And in Kiſſes ſhe gives what in Words ſhe 1 


Too ſure of my Conqueſt, 1 purpoſe to ftay, 


Tin her free conſent had more [weetned the prey- | 
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But too late 1 begun, -- oo A» 
For her paſſion was done 


— Now Amynt as, ſhe crys, 1 will never be won: 


4 Your rears and Your courtſhip no pity can move, | 
* 


bor you've ſlighted the critical minute of Love, 


— 


„ 


EL 


Dorinda Lamenting the loſe of ber A 


myntas. 
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Dieu to the Pleaſures and follies of Love, 


tor a Paſhon more Noble my Fancy does more; 


| My ſhepherd is Dead, and 1 live to proclaim, 
In ſorrowful Notes, my Amixias his Name 


The Wood Nymphs reply, when they hear me al 
Thou nevei ſhalt ſee thy Amintas again: * 


For Death has be friended him, 
Fate has defended him; 
None, none alive is fo happy a Swain, | 


. You ſhepherds and Nympbs, that! have danc d to 0 8 


Come help me to ſing forth Any nta his praiſe z 
No ſwain fo 
So ſweet were his Notes while he ſang to his Lute: 


Then come to his grave, and your kindnels purſue, 


To weave him a Garland of Cypreſs and Yew ; 

Tor life hath forſaken him, | 
Death hath overtaken him; 

No Swain again will be ever do true. 


Then leave me alone to my wretched Eſtate, 

1 loft him too ſoon, and I tov'd him to late, 
Lou Ecchoes, and Fountains my witnefſcs prove, 
How deeply I ſigh for the loſs of my Love: 
And now of our Pan, whom we chiefly adore, 


This fovour I never will ceaſe to Implore; 32 


That now I may go above, 
And there enjoy my Love; 
Then, T MY I never will patt with him more. 


QB | | 


r the Garland durſt with him diſpute, | x 


onllle 


. 


call] 


1 Oe 
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FT be Town Gellant. 9 ; 
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J Et us Drink and be merry, Dance, loke, and Rejoyce, 
With Claret and Sherry, Theorbo and Voice 1 
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The changeable world to our joy is unjuſt, | 


For we {hall be paſt it a Hundred years hence, 


| Will be damnable mouldy a Hundred years hence. 


Your moſt Beautiful Bit, that bath all Eyes upn her 
That her Honefty ſells for a Hogo of Honour; (dos 
Whole lightneſs and brightneſs doth ſhine in ſach ſplens | 


All treaſures uncertain, then down with your duſt : 1 
In frolicks diſpoſe your Pounds, Shillings and pence, 
For we ſhall be nothing a Hundred years hence, 


We'll Kiſs and he free with Moll, Betty, and Nelly, © 2 


Have Oyfters and Lobſters, and Maids by the Bully; 


Fiſh Dinners will make a Laſs ſpring like a Flea, 


Dame F enus (Love's Goddeſs) was born of the Sea. 
With Barcbus and with her we'll tickle the fenke, 


That none but the ſtars are thought fit to attend her. 0 
Though now ſhe be pleaſant and ſweet to the ſenſe, | an 


The Uſurer that in the hundred takes twenty ] 
Who wants in his Wealth, and pines in his Plentyz ] Ta 
| Lays up for a ſeaſon which he ſhall ne'er ſee, ' ] ar 
The Year of One thouſand eight hundred and three, w 
His wit and his wealth, his learning and fenle, ]. 
Shall be turned to nothing a Hundred years heace. | 
Your Chancery-Lawyer, who by ſubtilty thrives, _ | By 
In ſpinning out Suits to the length of three lives; | x 
Such Suits which the Clients do wear out in flaverfy, | Qu 
Whilft Pleader makes Conſcience a cloak for his kaav'ſ. | N. 
May boaſt of ſubtilty in th' Preſent Tenſe,  Þ| Te 
But Non eft inbentus a Hundred years hence. | 
Then why ſFould we turmoil in Cares and in Fears, I. * 
Turn all our Tranquility to ſighs and Tears; =Fþ 
Let's eat, drink and play, till the Worms do corrupt w. TI 
Tis certain that poſt mor tem nulla Voiuptas. 1 


Let's deal with our Damſels, that we may from thence Ar 
Have Broods to ſucceed us a Hundred years hence. 4 


— — 
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#4 LE 's Love and let's Laugk, 


| Let's Dance and let's Sing, 
len-] While chrill Echoes ring; 

r. Our Wiſhes agree, 

nſe, | And from Care we are free DE. 
„ Then who is fo happy, (0 happy 27 we : 


wen oreſs the ſoft Graſs, 
Tach Swain with his Laſs, 
I And fotlow the Cha(-: ET 
„ 3. When weary we be, 
| We'llflecp under a Tree; . 
* || Theo who bis fo bappy, 8 * 5p 


By Fla: try « or Fraud 
No Shepherds betray'd, 
„ Qr Chem the fond Maid; 
WIT» | No faiſ- ſubtle Knee _ 
I todecieveus ” 8 
Then who | 15 { N2ppY S.. 
) 


5 We envy no Pour 7, 

| They can IL be DUOT = 
That wiſh far no more; 
dome richer Bay: be. 
ene And of higher: gts; 
| But none « ar? 10 1 
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A SONG. 


kt the 45 ing Adrent'rars he toſ'd on the Main, 
| And for Riches no dan get decline: 

8 Tho. with hazard the [poil; ot both Indies they gain, 
hey can bring us no traalurs like Wine: 


- — 5 — 
— — — 5 — 
— — ——n!ñ̃ i —„—-—ᷣ ˙& .. i OO. —— — — ha roms 


They can bring us no trealure like Wine. 


- 2 SA * — — 
2 — = . 2 C 
— — — eo ae HAIG. 


- — 


Enoveh af ſuch wea'th would a Beggar enrich, 
And fuppiy great warts ina King 


And in (i 2 We: Ping“ Ca 1ptives to 1; Ig. 
. Imoot! . | 


There's none that groans un 1 85 bl but enſom Li - 
Lf this Surtreinn Ballon h- gains. 
IMs will make a Eg: n bear ali ch - Plagurs 0: a Wite, 
Ad df Rias an «Kates ig Chains. 

Ii: will W 


1 


Tho? with hazard the [poils of both Pied they gain, 


Twould mot“ all the Griefs in a comfort! els wretch, 


a x * 1 . * 


IKE 


CLE-14- 


"TEE 


It 
T} 


11 


v* : 
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It Wells all our Veins wich a kind purple flood. 

And puts Love and great Thoughts in the Mind: 
There's no iPcatant ſo rag, but it f ls with $00.! Blood! 6 
And to Gallantry males him inclin d. | 

There 5 no Lealant, Ce. 


There's nothing 0 Our Hearts with duch 7 Toys can bewih, 
For on earth tis a bon er tha ts Dine 
Without it were K retched, enough never 0 richz | 
Nor is any. Man Door W ac has 5 Wi ine. 

„Without ie were, Ce. | 


Er HEINE 


. 1 La- 
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PE. © Beauties when unblown, 

| Ero et the tender Bud di. 1 cleave, 
To my more early Love were known, | 
heit Utal Pou'r I did perceive. 

How often in the deat of Ng, 
Wh- nal _ C Ren ord lay huſh'd in ſleep, 
Have I thought this my chict delight, 
Tv-1 iv) | tr 100 for vou to weep? 
Unon my Heart, who! "2 Fears of White; 
Xo Let det did ever ſtain: 

Fate whom none can controul, did write, 
Th fair Paſta here muſt Reign. 
Her Eye „thole darling Suns all prove 
Thy Lore to be of " bleſt Race ; 
Nuich took its fig lo far above 
man? things po "her to Baze. 


Flow can you then a Love FT cs 
A Love that was intus'd by you,; 
You une Breat! N ko its ſnfant fi, Shs, 
And all its Griefs that did en ue; 1 
1 ne Pow r you have to wound, I fee?, 
wong ſhall I of that complain; | 
Now ſhew the Pow'r you hate to Feal, | + 
And take away the Ore ring pain. 8 


— — 0 2 — — 


40s. 
. 


II Ail tothe Myrtle. ſhade, 


All h2il to the Nymphs or the [ied ; 


Kings will not here invade, 
Tho' Vertue all fcecdom yields, 
Beauty here opens het arme, 
To ſoften the langufſhing Mins ; 
And Pfidlis unlocks her Charms 
Ah Plilii bah! MH % kind? 


Pulis the Soul of Love. | 
The Joy of Neighbouring Swains; 
_. Prikis that Crowns the Groves, 
And Phils that gilds the Plains: 
Phillis that ne'er had the skill, 
To baint or to Patch, or be fine; 
Yet Philis, whoſe Eyes can kill, 
Whom Nature bas made Divine. 


Phils whoſe charming Tongue, 
Makes Labour and Pain a delight 3 
— Phillis that makes the Day young) 
And ſhortens the livelong night: 
Fhilis Whoſe lips like may, 


vill laugh at the ſweets that they bring, _ 


Where Loye never knew decay, 
But ſets with cternal ſpring. 


K 2 


& - 


3 


| 


2 
| 
| 


| 
” | 


= hat Coxcombs were thoſe, who would barter their 


1 Had they been but true Sub j-cts to Drink, and their King: TT 
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| The Clare et Bottle, 


ox of tne Fooling and Plotting e ot RON: 

21 What a Pother and Stir has it ke pt in the State? 
er ie Rabble run mad with Suſpitians and Fears; 
Let em Scurfte and larr *tillthey go by the Ears: 

"Thc if Grievances næver ſhall trouble my Pate, 1 
Fo L can enjoy my CEAT Bottle at quiet. EE e 


5 And their Necks, for a Toy, thin Wake and Maſs; v1 
At old Tyh:r7 they never had needed to ſwing, 


— — — 


A Friend and a Bottle is all ny defign, 
las no room for treaſon that's top- full of Wine. 


Pills ts purge Ale. hey „ 
Imind not the Members and Makers of f. We, 
- Let ein it or Prorogue as his Map Ry pleat 
{Lec 'em Hamm us fo Woollen, ll never _ n 
At my lodging when d ad ly alive | nave Wile, 
Let oft in my "Drink 1can hard. iy forhear 
To curſe em for making my Claret ſo dear, 


I mind not grave At 1 0 idly geh. ire 
about Right and Succeiſion, the. l rifles of Stare. 5 
Me've a good King already, and he dle erves laughter, 
That wiil trouhle his head wich who ſhalt dos alter. 
Com: here's to his Health, an 1 with he may be 
AS free from ail care and al Leu! = as WC. 
What rel ow Leagues K3Eh the Hil order go, 
Or Intrigues betwixt F 1dνν an! Nonſieur d vain, 
What :oncer" is it m drioking if Caf! be fold. 
If the Conquerour takes it by frorining or Gol. 
Good Bourdeaux alone | is the pla.c that { mind, 
And when the Fiect's comirg pray for a W. nal. 


The Bully of France, that a Tires to Renow n, — 
y dull cutting of Throats, and vent'ring ha mn! 
Let him fight and be damn'd and make Matches S trea?, 

To afford News-mongers and Coffec-Houſe chat, 
He's but a brave Wretch, whilſt I am more free, 
1 More ave, tad a thouſand times happier than he. | 


Come he or the Pope, oc the 2 De il to hoo? 

Or come Fagor and Stake, I care not a Groat.; EE 
Nr vet think that in Sie 1 Porters will beat; 3 | 
17 [ lwear Mr. Fox, pray excule me or that. "= 
I'll drink in Defiance of Gibbet and Fees ter, 
This is che Prof. non that never will alter, 


- 
— — 
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4s ON 


Ang: ng the Plain one Summers night, 
: Iv pals a vacant hour; | | 
J tor.cunately chanc'd to light, „„ oe ene | 


On lovely Philiis Bow'r: | 
The Nymph adbrn'd with thouſand Charms, 
. expeklation fate. | 
lo meet chole Joys in Strephon's Arms, 

 Wric! Tongue canngs relate. 


r 


——— wu. 2 — 
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1 upon ker Hand ſhe lean'd ker fla, 


Her Breaft did gently riſe; 


| Tbat e'ry Lover might have read. 


Her wiſhes in her Eyes: | 
At ery breath that mov'd the I recs, 
She ſuddenly would frart ; 


| A cold on al} her body ſeiz d, 


A trembling on her heart. 


But he that knew how well ſhe lor d, | 


Feyond his heur bad Ray'l 


And both with fear and anger mov'd 


The Melancholy Maid: 


Te Gods, fhe fail, how oft he ſwore, 


He would be here by One; 


Dat now alas! 'tis Six and more, 


And yet he is not come. 


. 


ne. 


20s — — — 
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e 
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* He Night her blackeſt Sable wore. 


= And gloony were the Skies; . Bu 
And glitt'ring Stars there were no more. r 
Than thoſe in Stela“ Eyes: = ov 


When at her Fathers Gate knock a 

Where I had often beens 
And ſhrouded only with hor Smock. 
he fair one let me in. 


Fat lock d within her clo Embrace, 
She trembling lay aſham'd ; 

Her twelling Breaſt, and glowing, Face, 
And every touch inflam' "Ye 

My eager Paſhon I obey'd, 
Reſolv d the Fort to uin; 

And her fond Heart was oon _ a, 
To yell: | an i lt me in. 


Then ! then ! beyond 8 
Immortal was the Joy; | 

| T knzw no greater bleſling, ” | 85 25 
S0 great a God was 1: ; 2 

unh he tran ported with delight, 8 
Ott pray'd me come again; | q 

And kindiv vow'd that every n night, 4. 
She 4 riſe and! let me in. 


Bat, ou! at laſt hz proved with Bern, VV 

| and £1: hing ſat and dull; | 4 
n. L tht was as much concern“! 5 1 
Moons then juſt like a Fool: oo ol 

r lovely Eyes with tears run oer 5 2 1 

": Repent ing her raſh Sin; | | 

She &gh'tl and curs'd the facal hours ”, 4 

That eer he let me in. SEN = N 1 

if it who coul creeily dect. re, V 
Or from fuch Beauty part, | 

-Hov'd her ſo 1 we leave, on Ea 

The Chirmet of mr Heart = 9 
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But Wedded and conceat 4 che Crime, 


Thus all was well again: 


2 And now ſhe thanks the bleſſed Hour 


That e er ihe let me in. 


203 


, Or: Marriage. 


. thai reſols d . Wed, | 

And be by th' Noſe, by Worm led, 
Let him conirl-r't well eer he be ſped 
lor that lend [.cument, a Wife, = 


Ik thir Ne be enclin [a to {tri Ty 


Will nc da man {hrill Matick all his Nee 
Wil fr 14 A121, Kc. | 


If he aaron.) her when ſhe's rext, ® 


| — „ % e 2 7 8 5 2 
Neuer than tre An 003 his 1X, 
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He's ſure to hare enough of what comes next 
And by our Grammer Rules we lee, 

Two diffr rent Genders can't agree, 

Nor without Soleciſms connetted — 

Nor wiitout, &c. 


Let this by none can de Sean's; 
Fhat Wedlock or 'tis muck beiy ed, 


Is a good School, in which Man's Vertue's tried: | 


And this convenience Woman brings, 
That when her angry mood begins, 
The Husband ne'er wants a fight or O Sins, 
1 be Flutbur d . &c. 5 1 


If he by chance offend the leaſt, 

His Pennance ſhall be well encreaſt, | 
She'll make him fteep a Vigil with a Feaſt ; 
And when's Confeſſion he is framing, 
She will not fail to make's Examen, 


5 He has ncthing elſe to doe, but to ay Amer. 


e Pas 2 bis 2, c. | 


if's te purge Melancholy. 


Chi 


0] 


Pils to to purge Melancholy. 


Curſe on all Cares, 
and popular Fears, 
Come let's to the Bell, 
For their Wine there Arinles wells _ 
There take of our Glals, Fe 
Nay it ſhall not one pals: 
Cho, Fe we will be dull, and beauy ua more, 
Since Wine does enoreaſe and there” s Claret et good ftve. 


come fill up your Wine, 

Look fill it like mine, 

He:ie boys 1 begin, 

4 good Health *0 the King; ; 

Fuck ſee it go round, 
2 Whilſt with mirth we ht: 
Cho. Fer me will be dull e uo more, 

Sint Wine, &c. 


Na y dont us deceive; £2 
Why this will you leave? 
The Glals fs not big, 
What · a- pox you're no Whig 3 ; 
Come dt ink up the reft, | 
Or de Merry atleaft: 
Cho. For we will be dull ani bevy no mere, 5 
== ce Nine, &c. . 


— EE" 
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Elicve me Fe; ny for 1 tell you true, 


Can you miſtruſtial of my Paſhon prove, 
When ev'ry Action thus proclaims my Love 7 
It's rot enough yon cruel fair, 
TO ſlighe my Lowe, n-gle& my Pain! 2 
At beast that rigid Sentence ſpare 3. 
No: tay that 1 actt caus'd you to 4 dam. 


No, no the ſe ey K wont Sufice , « 

Fate ſpeaks me hetter in your Joycly Eye" 

Let not diſimulation's baler Art, 
Stitle the buſie paſſion of your hea: t 
Let, let the Candor of your Mind,” 
Now with your Beauty equal prove; 
Which I b2lieve ne'er yet cEngn «a, 
8 Death ot me, and Mur: Aer of my Love. 


OM 1 1 


5.x 1 4 1 


Theſe fighs thele Sabs, theſe Tears are all for you; 


S1 


SSS 


* 


— . — 1 
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A Pox of dull Mertals of the gray? 1 preciſe, 
Who paft the delight 
We enjoy cach night, 
Give counſcl, inſtruct us. to be counted more wiſe; 3 

_ When Nature exites, | 


And Peanty invites, 


Tet us follow, let us follo x OUT OWN Appetites. 


The brisk vigor of Vouth, and e heat of our bool, 
The force of Deſires 5 
Which kind love inſpires, 
Are to o poetful Motives and can't 52 withſtood ; 
If Love be a Crime, 
We're pet in our Prime 


Leds ac vet grow wile, and tre pꝛat e er our time. Then 


8 pils to purge Melancholy. 


Then we'll boldly go on whil'ft we're luſty and ftrong, 
Whilft fir ter the Tasse — 
Ofa Vizard Mack. 75 | | 
And ſtill be as happy as ſtilt we are young: 
Whilſt the impotent Sort 
Neils curſes his Lot, . 
And being pat his Pi-a:ures would have em forgot. 


- 7 p L 5 by . F £ 8 
« As... _— ak — Den. * 


— 


—  — 2 


4 SONO. 


—— — — 


| B happy wains y. roſe Nymphs are bind, 
Y Teach me the Art of re, 
That Uthe lice ſucceſs may find, 
My Sherherde is to move: 


* — — is us 
; 


* 
9 9 


ROSES. 


_— 


—TIEEMS 


ug, long have I ſtrove to win her Heart, | 
ZBaut yet alas! invain; 
For ſhe ſtil] acts one cruel part, 
Of Rigour and Diſdain. 


Whilſt in my breaſt a Flame moſt pure, 


t. 1 Conſumes my Life away; 
I Ten thouſand Tortures J endure, 
5 Languiſhing night and day. 


Jet ſhe regardleſs of my Grief, 
Looks on her dying Slave; 
Ad unconcern'd yeilds no relief, | 

: WM To heal the Wound the gave 


What is my Crime, oh rigid Fate 5 
i'm puniſt' d fo ſevere: 
Tell me that I may expiate 3 1 
— } Witha repenting Tear: 5 
= Tut if you have reſoly'd that I, 


No Mercy ſhall obtain; 
A Let her perſiſt in tyranny, 
And cure oy Death * Pain. 


Pills to purge Melancholy EO, 


— PO EELEY 2 — 


| ty Soul is for ever crtangrd with Griefs ff; 
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N | Lie and my Death are both in your pow'r, 
. Ine ver was w retched till this crucl hour; — 
Sometimes it is trre, you tell ine you love, 1 
But alzs! that's to kind for mie ever to-proves.. | : 75 
Could you gueſs with what | pain my poor Heart ü « 


Lam are my ele x. 10 won make me bleſt. | 7 
D. ſtrackelllw \ 221085. L da hourly raue, 1 — | IM 
Thus ſighing and raufing 'tis all for my Lore; BY 

No place I can find tha Klos yield me relief, T 


Bur when my kind Stars let me ſee him (oh then 93 H 


I forgive the crxuel Aut hor of all my paſt Pain. 
4 . „ 
„ 2 | = $ 
4 Tae Yiu ” > 4 N | 4 MD i 


C.. - 


Fi) 
2 
% | 


AS May in al ber von rere Ir: 85 


My Love ſo 8327 Ie wp bent 3 | 
ASpring of Charms ; dwelt en het ace, 

and Roſes did inh. Th ther" „ 
Thus while ch' Enjov Ne Nan 15 70 125 


Each night new Pleatures did Crea 
Harmonious words dropt rom her Tongue, 
And Cupilon her Forehead 1 — 


But as the Sun to weſt declines, - 

The Eaft-rn sky does colder grow; 
And all its b'uſhing looks reſigns, 

To the pale-fac 0 Moon that rules below: 
While Love was e ger brisk, and warm, 

My Cloe then bon. kind and gay ; 


| But when by time I lok the Charm, 


Her ſmil=s }; be Autumn dropp a . 


212 :: 0 Aurce Melaucbolß. tor Sur: 
| A SONG 


And 


5 EIT A 


—E ep Xs. 
by 7, 5! 569 es aj 25 
8E 


2 all ye Maa your | Fonda anbigd, 
For Srrephov's now no more 
Your Treſſes ſpread before the Wind, 
And leave the hated Shoars 
See, See, upon the craggy Rocks, 
Fach Goddels fiript appear; 
They beat their Breafts, and rend their Louks, 
And (well the SEA with Tears, 5 


The God of Love that fatal hour, VC — 
When this poor Youth was born, 4 
Had ſworn by Styx to ſhow his Power, | 
5 He'd kn * 


For 


Pille topurge XMelanchv. 21 3 
For ir yh⁰n's Area ne gem d dis Dart, ö 
And aten dim he came 


ne cry and Tot! him throuab che Heart, 
Thy Blood hail que nch my Flame. | 


on Stellas Lap be ald his head, 
And looking in har Eyes. 

He cry d Remember when I am dead, 
That 1 deſerv'd the Prize: 
rhen down his Tears like Rivers ran, 
He figh'd, You love, tis true; 
lou love perhaps a better Man, 

ut ah! he loves not you. 


— 


5 K 5 * — 7 —_—_ a 


PONG: 


Sh 
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For 
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H Mother #-ger with his Kiſſes, 
5 almoſt tops my breath I vo.] 
Why does he gripe my hand to pieces, 
And yet he lays he loves me too? 
Tell, me Mother, pray now do, 
pray now do, pray now do, 
Tell me, Mother, pray now do, 
pray now, pray now, pray now do, 
What Roger means when he does ſo? 
For never ſtit 1 long to know. 


Nay more the narghty man beſide it 
Something in my South did put; 

J call'd him Beaſt and try'd to bite ir, 
But for my Lite I cannot do'ts _ 

Tell me Mother, pray now do, GS. 

tor never ftir 1 long to know, 


He ſets me in his lap whole Hours, 

Where I feel I know not What; 
ſomething I never felt in yours 

Pray tell me Mother what is that 0 

Tel me Mother what is that? 

Fo! never ftir I long to know. 


— 
_ 


A SONG. 


* 2 — —2—ꝛ— — — 
1 
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— 2.2 


. * 


Our Game & r prov wok i by his 158. may kor wear, 
And ray! againſt Play , yet. can never forbe at; 


Ideluded with E 1 Wi, at 15 loft may be Won, 


% paſſion Plays on, iat aſt d he's un gone. 0 


a 180 J. who have often declaim 1 the fond pain, 
Of thoſc fatal wounds which Love gets by diſdain; 
Seduc by the charms of your Looks, am drawn in, 


To expoſe my boot hcart to choſe dan, Sers agen. 


| clviſſi Il ve ON the hopes of my think, | 

[Which flatters me ib, that you kinder will prove, 
I n ſome lucky Minuce ] hope to enjoy thee, 

And rout all your forces in Arms to deſtroy me. 


My fortune I hope is reſcrv'd for this caſt, . 


Jo make me a Saver for all my Lite paſt; 


de lucky this once Dice! tis ail I implore, 
[I art y tye up then, and tempt YOu no more. 
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| N Ow loFely's a Woman 7 ſhe's enjoy d, 


When the Spirits are ſtrong, & the Fancy not cloy'd! 1 9 


We admire every Part, tho' never ſo plain. 
Which when throughly Poſſeſt, we quickly diſdain, 


80 Drinking we love co, juſt at the ſame rate, , 
For when we are at it, we fooliſhly prate, | 
What Acts we have done, and ſet up for a Wit, 
But next morning's Pains our Pleaſure do quit. 


But Maſic's a Pleaſure, that tires not ſo ſoon, | 
Lis Pleaſant in Moriag, tis welcom at Noon; 
Tis charming at Nights, to ting Catches in Parts, 


It diverts cur dull Hours, and r<joyces our Hearts. hn, 


Dot Muſic alone, without Women and Wine, 
Will govern but dully, tho' never ſo fine; 
There fere by content we'll enjoy them all three, 
| Wine and Muſic for you, and che Women for me. 


Qa 1 1 


Ii 


*r 


r 


n 


= * 


4 SONG. . 


P oy to p ge Melancholy, : 


7 Aireft Work of happy Nature, 


| Kind in ev'ry tender Feature, 

Cruel only ina Heart: 

þ View the Beauties of the Morning, | 
Where no ſullen Clonds appear; 

Graces there, are leſs adorning, 
Than below, when Celi.”s there. 


| | Evry Tunefull Breaſt confeſſes, 


Ryry Tongue in ſoft. Addreſſes, 
[ Humbly tells us his Amour; 
Such a Tribute, lovely Bieſfing, 85 
Faithful Strepben ne'er denies; 
Such a Treaſure in poſſcfling, 
All the b iz Of Love * 
L. 


IR n 
3 


Sweet without diſſembling Art; 


Sounds by you improve their Power ; 8 
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Yet I ſee by ev'ry Tryal, | 
Feeble Hopes my Flames purſue z 3 
Ever finding a Denial, 
Were my ſofteſt Love was true: 
But my Heart knows no retreating, 
No decay can caſe my Pain; 
Lore allows of no defeating, 
"RE. the Prize is ſought in vain, s 


— , neee 0 
* _ l 
£ | .. 


For if ere my Celia Treafare,- . 
Miuſt her virgin Sweets reſign; 
Love ſhall flow with equal Meaſure, 
And I'll boldly all her mine: 
Tin her painting wedded Lover, 
_ Grown uneaſy by my Claim; 
Leaves me freely to diſcover 


N Js Coaſts without a Name. es 5 

1 

7 

1 

T 
| 
1 


2 


[i 
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Abina, i in the dead of of git, 
In reſtleſs Slumbers wiſhing lay; 


 Cymbiz was Bawd, and her clear Light, 


To looſe Defires did lead the way: 


= I ſtep d to her Bed-fide with bended knee, 


And ſure Sabina ſaw, 


And ſure Sabina ſaw, 
And ſure Sabina ſaw, 


I'm ſure ſhe aw, but would not ſee. 


= I drew the Curtains of the 8 ; — N 


Which did her whiter body keep; 


| But ſtill the nearer I was drawn, 


Methought the faſter ſhe did fleep: 5 


I call'd Sabina ſoftly in her Ear, 
And ſure Sabina heard bu“ would not hear. 


Thus, a3 ſome Midnight Thief, (when all) 


Are wrapp'd into a Lethargy, 


| Silently creeps from Wall to Wall, 


to ſearch for hidden Treaſury ; 


So mov'd my bufie Hand from Head to len, 


And ſure a Lale felt, and would not t feel. 


i Thus I evn n by 2 Wiſh enjoy, - 


And ſhe without a Bluſh receives; | 


— | As by Difl-mbling moſt are coy, 


She by Diſſembling freely gives: 
& For you may ſafely ſay, nay, ſear it too, 
Sabina ſhe did hear, 
Jabina the did ſee, 


| Sabina ſhe did feel. : 
1 She did hear, lee, feel, ſigh, kiſs, and do, 7 


* 4 


oN. 


N W Hy i is your - faithful Slave Aiſlain' 47 2 
By gentle Arts my Heart you us 41 
Oh, keep it by the ſame! 
For ever ſhall my Paſſion "aft, 
It you will make me once eſt, 
Of what I dare not name. 


Tho? charming are your Wit and Face, 3 
is not alone to hear and gare, = 
„ That will ſuffice my Flame; „ 
| Love's Infancy on hopes may live, 1 
Zut you to mine full grown muſt give, oe” 
Of what i dare not name. | 5 | | 


| = hen I behold your Lips, your Eyes, | — 
Thoſe Snowy Breaſts that fall and riſe, . 
_  Fann'ng my raging Flame; 1 2, 
- That Shape ſa made to be imbrac . ; 
What woul I give, I might but as #1 
Of what | dare not name! e . 


: tn Courts I never wiſh to riſe, 

Both Wealth and Honour I deſpiſe, 

And that vain Breath, calld Fame 3 

| By Love, I hope no Crowns to gain, 

Illis ſomething more | «vu:d obtain, 

| .Tis char U Alt- ave me. 4 


* — 5 —_— 
, ANNE. ---- 


. omen LS TORRE 


„ 


. 2 
Gent le Breeze from the I avinian Sea, 1 
Was gliding o'er the Coaſt of Siciſ ß; 


4 - When lull d with ſoft Repoſe, a Proſtrate maid, : : ; 
Upon her bended Arm had rais'd her Head; 


Her Soul was all tranquil and ſmooth with Reft, 


1 Like the harmonious Slumbers of the Bleſt; 


L 3 55 Wrapp' . 
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Wrappd up in Silence, innocent ſhe lay, 
And preft the Flow'rs with touch as ſoft as th ey. 


My thoughts, i in gentleft Sounds, ſhe did impart, 
Heighten'd by all the Graces of that Art; 
And as I Sung, I graſp'd her yeilding Thighs, 
Tin broken Accents faulter'd into Sighs : 

I kiſs'd,and wiſh'd, and forrag'd, all her ſtore, 
Yet wallowing in the pleaſure, 1 was poor; 

No kind relief my Agonies could eaſe, 

I groaud and curs'd Religious Cruelties. 


Tue trembling Nym ph all oer confuſion lay, 


| Her melting Looks in ſweet diſorder play 


Her Colour varies, and her Breath's oppreſs' d, 
And all her Faculties are diſpoſſeſs'd, 


At laſt impetuouſly her Pulfes move 13 
be gives mighty looſe to ſtifled Love; 


Then murmurs in a ſoft Complaint, and cries, 
Alas * J and thus in fot Conyultions dies. 


> CO —ͤ—-— — — — — — — — u — 


4 50 NG. N 
| VV Tüten 1 05 done what e re it can, 


Whole Life's but a ſpan; 


| Which do make ſuch a Noif- 3 

As confound all advice, that's given by the Wiſe, 
And i in a trice, reduce the Wretch to NMiſeries, 
And there do lcave hi m. 


Then the World which before, 
For his ſtore did adore him, 
Streight ſeems afraid of one decay a. 
And him upb aid of the Wealth, 
Which eacn oy; Trade did before deceive bim; 3 
Zut when the Mortal ſees his oun undoing, 


With worldly Joys, and the glittering Toy 0 


Fin is his eee e, and Friends are all a going Th  . 


And rouad about run to pleaſure a Man, 


"TT Ron. Mo SE» 


FOYER 


nl 1 


ao” £m-. 1 5 > 


j 
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Then he fighs and moans, 
And then he pines and groans; 
At laft he craves, his Friends deny, 
At which he raves, and ſwears he'll die, 
And thus he cries, 
He ne er was wiſe, 
| Untin in Miſery he dies; 
And thus the wretched Spendthrift les. 
Fare him wen tor cvermore, Amen. : 


n 


4 $0NG. 
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Retty Anida will be kind, 
| When at her feet you proſtrate lie; 
No cruel Looks was ere deſign'd, = 

| ___ To dwell within her charming Eye ; 
|  Gazeon her Face, andev'ry Part, 
| That is expoſed to your view; 

You'll preſently conclude her Heart 

To de lo loft, 'twill yield to you. 


' But firft 'tis fit you try your Skill, , 
You may not think that without pain 3 
And ſome attendance on her will, 
So rich a Prize you ſhall obtain: 
Wooers like Angling-Men, muſt wait. 
Woman's time, and give them play, | 
855 Tin ſhe has ſwallow'd well the Bait. 
Be fore ibe will become cheir mT 


What tho' Amid s Looks be kind, 
And you read yielding in her Eyes "2 
5 Yer you alas! may quickly find, 
_ + Thoſe Charms do nought but rantalize 1 
Her heart may not ſo eaſe be 
4s you imagine, but may prove 
5 4s hard as Adament to thee, 
And proof againſt the Darts of love. oh 


Your Skill, and all the Art you have, 

Make Tryal of, Sir, if you pleaſe; 
Tell her, you are her Captive Slave, 

And beg of her relief and Eaſe; 
ut ſhe'll not hear you, for ſhe f. _ 

That underneath your gilded Bait 3 
Aga Hook incloled lies, 5 
0 om your _ ſhell retreat. 
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T Saw the Laſs whom dear I lov'd, 
. Long ſighing, and complaining, - 

| While me ſhe ſhuan'd and * 'd, 
| Another entertaining: 

Her Hand, her Lip, to him were free, 

No favour ſhe refus'd him; 
Judge how unkin{ ſhe was to me, 

Wh. le ſhe ſo kin ay us him! 


His Hand her milk-white Bubby preſs „ . 
|| A Bilits worth Kings dehring; 
| Tea chouſand times he kits“ her Breaſt, 
Ihe Sno's y Mounts admiring 3 


4 . | 80 ns X Wbt 
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While pleas'd to be the Charming Fair, 
That to ſuch paſſion mov'd him; _ 
She clapp'd his Cheeks, and curPd his Hair, 
I0 ſhew, the well approvd him, 
_ The killing Sight my Soul inflam'd. 
And ſwelld my Heart with Paſſion ; 
Which, like my love, could not be tam d. 
Nor had Conſiderations —_ 
I beat my Breaft, and tore my Hair, 
On my hard Fate complaining z 
That plung'd me into deep Deſpair, | 
Becauſe of her difdaining, 
Ah, cruel Moggy! then I cry'd, 
Will not my Sorrows move you? 
Or if my Love muſt be deny d, 
Yet give me leave to love you: 
And then frown on, and ftill be coy, 
Your conftant Swain deſpiling 3 
For tis but juſt yon ſhould deſtroy 
__What is not worth your prizing. 


— — — — — — A 


* 
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To make a Maid a Wife, Sir; 


Whoſe name was Buxome Foan,, 
Whole name was Buxome Joan ; * 
For now the time was ended, 5 


When ſhe no more intended, 
To lick her Lips at Men, Sir, 


And gnaw the Sheets in vain, Sir, 
Mud hea nights a-lone, | 
And lie 0 nights alone. 


The Soldier ſwore like W = 
He lov'd her more than plunder; 
And ſhew'd her many a Scar by 


Which he had brought from far 


With Fighting for her ſake. 
The Taylour thought to pleaſe her, 
Wich offering her his Meaſure 


The Tinker too with Mettle; 


| Said he wou'd mend her Kettle, 
And flop up ev'ry Levi 


But while theſe three were prating, 
| The Sailer lily waiting; 
Thought if it came about, Sir, . 
That they ſhou'd all fall out, Sir, 
5 He then might play bis part: 
And iſt een as he meant, Sir, 


To Loggerheads they went, Sir; 
And then he let fly at her, 
A ſhot *twixt Wind and Water, 


Which won this * Maids Heart, 


Soldier and a Sailer. a Tinker and a Taytour, 
Had once a doubtfull ſtrife, * 1 
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1 

5 1 F you will Love: me, be free in Expreſſing Wn 3 
: And henceforth give me no cauſe to complain; | 

Or it you hate me be plain in confeſſing it, ny 

And in few words put me out of my pain. = | 1 

This long delaying. with tighting and praying, _ - 


Breeds oaly decaying in life and Amour, 
Coding and Wooing, 
5 And daily purſuing, DEE 
Is Damn'd filly doing, therefore Tu give o're. 


in 


If you "ll propoſe a kind method of Ruling me, 
I may return to my Duty again; 8 
But if you ſtick to your old way of Fooling me, | 
I muſt be plain, I am none of your Men; 
Paſſion, for Paſſion, on each kind occation, 
With free inclination does kindle Loves Fire, 
Ziut Tedious Prating, 
Cop folly debating, 
And new doubts SHS Rl makes 8 


l 880 


Ii 


z 
dd Ou Love, and yet when I ask you to Marry me, 


The Anſwer, to the ſame Minuet Tune. 


Still have recourſe to the tricks of your Art 


Then like a Fencer you cunningly parry me, 


Let the ſame time make a Paſs at my Heart. 
Fye, Fye, deceiver, 
No longer endeaveur, 


Or think this way ever the Fort will be won; 


No fond Careſſing, 
Muſt be nor unlaciug, 


. Or tender embracing, till th' Parſon has done. | 


|| Some ry Marriage 2 Dog with a Bottle is, 


Pleaſing their humours to rail at their Wives; 


| Others declare it an Ape with a Rattle is, 


_ Comforts deftroyer and Plague of their lives: 's 
Some are affirming; | 27 
A Trap 'tis for Vermin, 


- An a yet with the Bait, tho not Priſon agree, 


Ventring that Chouſe you, 
Muſt let me Eſpouſe you 


: Ife ce, 11 dear Moule, you will Nibble at we. 
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7 ills to Ls. neck. 


E 1 86 and Shuey Gods 
That Love ęr n Fields and Woods, 
When Spring newly burn, _ 
Aer ſelf doesadorn, 1 
With Flowr's and Blooming Buds; os 
- Come Sing in the praiſe, 
| _ Whilft Flocks do graze, 
In yonder pleafant Vale, 
| Of thoſe that chooſe, 
Their ſleeps to loſe, 
And in cold Deus, 
- With clouted Shooes, 
Do carry the Milking Pail. 
The Goddeſs of the Morn, 
With bluſhes they adorn, 
And take the freſh Air; 
Whilſt Linnets prepare 
A Conſort on each green Thorn, 
The Ouſle and Thruſh, 
On every Buſh; 
a And the Charming Nightingale 
1 5 1 5 In merry Vein, 
Their Throats do ſtrain, ET 
To entertain 
| The Jolly train 
1 5 Thas carry the * Pail. 


When 


——— E— 


—— E— 


nen 


INE 


1 5 That carry the Milking Bail. 
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| When cold bleak Winds do roar, 


And Flow'rs can ſpring no more, 
The Fields that were ſeen, 
Fo pleaſant and green, 


By winter all candid o'er 


Oh! how the Town laſs, 
Looks with her white Face, 
And her lips of deadly Pale: 5 
Blut it is not ſo, 5 
With thoſe t hat go, 
Through Froſt and Snow, 
With Cheeks that glow, 


A And carry the Milking pail. 
The Miſs of Courtly mould, 


Adorn'd with Pearl and Gold, 
With waſhes and Paint, 
Fer Skin does ſo Taint, _ 


| She's wither'd before ſhe's old, 


Whilft ſhe in Commode, 
Put's on a Cart-loa dd 


| And with Cuſhions Plumps her Tail; 3 


What Joys are found, 
In Ruflet Gown, - - 

_ Young, plump and round, 3 
And ſweet and ſound, . | 1 


The Girls of Venus game, 


That venture Health and Fame, 


In practifing Feats, | 
With Colds and with Heats, 


Make Lovers grow Blind and Lame, 


If Men were ſo wiſe , 
To value the price, 


Of the wares moſt fit for ſale, 


What ſtore of Beaus, 1 

Would daub their Cloaths, 

To ſave a Noſe, | 5 
By following thoſe, N _ 
That carry the Milking pail. 4 


6 Hine found Amyntas lying, 
a - All in fears upon the Plain; 


Sigbing ro himſelf and crying, 


wre-tch'{ I to love in yain ! 


i ne Kiſs me, Dear, before my dying; - 


£15 me once and eaſe my pain, 


to himſelf and crying, 
Werne 1 , to Love i vain :- 
„ and denying, 
. | - .ichful Swain; 
fore my dying, 


Ever 


ant OmMmilys Ooh. 5 M0 ff wd-- : 


— 


113 
* 
5 


„is me, Dear, before my dying, 


1 But repenting and complying, 
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Ekruer ſcorning and denying, Rs 

Io reward your faithfull Swain: 
_ Chloe, laughing at his crying, 
Told him that he loy'd in vain ; 


Kiſs, me once and eaſe my pain. 


Cboe laughing at his cry ing, 
Told him that he lov'd in vain; 


When He Kilsd, She Kiſs'd again, 
Kiſs d Him up before His dying, 


2 | | Kiſsd Him up and eas d His pain. „ Oe, 
= 
= | 
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Was within a furions of Fdinborough Town : 
In the Ro'te time of year, when the Graſswasdownz 
Bonny Focly Blith and Gay; | 


| Said to Fermy making Hay, 
Let's ſit little (Dear and prattle, 

| lis a ſoultry Day: 

He long had Courted the Black-brow'd Maid, 


Bur %orly was a Wagg and wou'd ne'er conſent to Weld, q 


made her Piſh and Phoo, and cry it will not do, 
I cannot, cannot, cannot, u onnot, Munnot, buckle too, 


He told her Marriage was grown a mere ble, 


5 And that no one Wedded now but the Scoundrel folk, 


Yet, my dear thou ſhouldeft prevail, 

5 But [ know not what Jail, 

| 1 ſhall dream of Clogs, and filly Dogs, 

With Bottles at their tail; — 
But Til give thee Gloves and a Bongrace to wear, 
And 2 pritty Filly-foal, to ride out and take the Air, 


If thou ne er will Piſh nor Phoo, and oy it ne er ſhall do, 
1 Icannor, cannot, Se. 


That you'll give me Trinkets, yd he, I believe, 
| But ah! what i in return muſt your poor Jenny give, 
; When my Maiden Treaſure's gone, 
I muſt gang to London-Town, 
And Roar and Rant, and Patch and paint, 
5 And Kiſs for half a Crown ; 


| Each drunken Bully oblige for pay, 


And earn a hated Living in an odious ralſom way, 5 


| 5 No, no, it ne er ſhall do for a Wite 1 U be to you, 


Oc 1 cannot, cannot, Ge. 


1434414 - 
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lo, 


"An, (Man, Man) i is for the Woman made, 
And the Woman made for Manz; 


| As To Spur is for the Jade, 
As the cabbard for the Blade, 


As for dügging is the Spade, 


As for Liquor is tbe Can, | 
So Man, (Man, Man) is for the Women made, 


And the Woman made for Man. 


As the Scepter to be ſway'd, 
As for Night“ the Serenade, 
4 AS for iu din, 15 the Pan, 

And ro cool us is che Fan, 


So Man, Sc, 


| be ſhe Witow, W r Maid, 
ec the Waren Stay 'd, 

elne Wen ert „, 
_ | Whore, * or tiarcidan, 


8 Man, 5c. 
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Ale not a Womans anger "A 5 . 1 

But let this be your comfort Ai Il, An 

(This be jour comfort ftill,) 5 3 

That if one won't another will: | He 
Tho' ſhe that's fooliſh does deny, 7 

She, ſhe that is wiſer will comply, Du 

| And if tis but a Woman what are I, „ 
| What care I, what care J, 3 
3H 1. tis but a Woman what care ; W. 
Then who'd be Damn'd, to Swear untrue, © MW 

And Sigh and Weep, and Whine and Wooe, 1 

Ass all our ſimple Coxcombs doe; ze 


All Women love it and tho' this, . 
Does ſullenly forbid the bliſs, CC 
Try but the next 1” cannot miſs. 


| 
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| Amvey is a Benny, Bonny Lad, Ko 
But Sawney Kenns it wel; 


And Sawrey might a Boon hvae h ad, 


But Sawney loves to cell: 


| He Weens that I mun love him ſoon. | 


Gin Lovers now are rare; 


| But I'de as lif have none, 


As one whom tuanty, twanty Bare. 


| When anent your lo ve you come, 
Ah Szwrey were you true; 

What tho' I ſeem to Frown and Gloom, 
[ ne'er could gang from you; 5 

Let ftill my Tongu- do what I can, 
With muckle woc denies; 

Was me when once we like 2 Man, 
It boots not to be wiſe. 
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Iz Oung I am and unskill'd, 
L How to make a Lover yield 3 
Ho to keep, or how to gain, 


When to Love, and when to Feign: 


Tai:e me, take me ſome of you, 
ile 1 yet am young and true; 
— eie 1-can my Soul dige, 
Here my brett, hexe my Brcaft) an 


3 no: till T learn the way, | 
on e and to betray 


at loves me firſt is bleſt, ; 


412% itcrive the ret: 


ein Somingz Youth, 
eV: e ful of Truth; 


% Farce Meen, 
18 do be Fifteen. 


d row] my Eyes. 


-! 7 


es 
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15 SONG toa ground of Mr. Soloman Eccles, 


O Tubborn Church-divifion, 
Folly and Ambition, 
Caus'd with great Deriſion, 
FE: Poor Englands fad condition; 
| Princes leave their Stations, by firange Abdications: : 
3 Neu ones come to eaſe us, | 
Let nothing e'er can pleaſe us, 
Ha ppy's the Man then that ſhuns the Great, 
| "OO pleaſeth himſelf 1 in a Rural State. 


With eaſe and ina foekt retreat 3 
1A xoids all Jarrs and Faction, 
In his ſmall Dominions, 
Vents no falſe Opinions, 
Nor deſerts the true, for Papiſt, or Socinian, 
But fits down with his F jends around, 
__ _ Whilſt the Glaſs is crown d, 
And the Healths abound, 
| To the King and Queen the beſt in Town. 


A . W 


The Fleet or Armies Aion, 
Argues ftill with reaſon, 
Speaks nor hears no Treaſon; 
Nor Arraigns the ſenſe, 
Of Five Hundred Heads to pleaſe one 7 
Plantiff or Dc tendaats, 
3 Ne'er get his attendance, 
” He withes well to all that are at Nihite- Hal, 
Jes. But he Loves no Court dependaccr, 


Books idnire when Wuty, 
| _ Good diubik and a Dirty, 
- | And takes a Tou. eto idorn his Houſe, 


hes Hua 247 ud, and pretty; 
1] Merry, mercy. 2. iy atlfards, all forrow 
Watity does nc. vet lend nor borrow, 


5 Generoufl, +0: * -14ins his Friends to day, 
44 5 And is the lame to morrow. BY 
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l“ pin muſt only b be utter, ret rig] | 


IT 


och. 1 Aireſt F:my! chou mun love me; 
Fenn. Troth, my boany Lad; I do; 
Focky, .Gin thou ay ft, Thou dot approve mme 
Deareſt, thou mun kiſs me too. „ 
Jenny. Take a Kiſs or twa, or twa gude Forty, 
„But I dare. give. nein Ie: — 

Fye! nay !* P/ be not unlucky! = 

=: Wed me firſt, and aw will do.. | 


> gg 5 


Jocty. For aw Fife and Lands about ne - | , 


Tze not yield thus tobe bound; Fo 
Feriy, Nor I lig by thee without it 
For twa hundred thouſand pound. I 


Jemy. Better die, than be undone- 
Joch). Gin tis fo, come on, Ize tauk thee, 


= Focly. Thou wilt die if I, if forſake the. by | 
1 4 
'Tis too cauld to lig alone. „ 


KReat Gove once ma le Love like: a Bull, (2 Bull,) 
With Zed# a Swan was in vogue; 
And to perſevere in that Rule, Seng Rule.) 
| He now does deſcend like a Dog 
For when ] to Celia would ſpeak, 
And on her Breaſt ſigh what 1 mean ; 


| tf Heart-Strings are ready to break, 


s 5 a * * | * | | 1 . | | ' ; 1 | . | 5 


For there I find Moniteur Le Chien, (Le Chien, 
T L: Chien, Monſieur, Monfleur Le Chien ) 


1 


242 Pilli to purge Melancholy, _ 


For knowledge of Modiſh Intrigues, 
Or managing well an Amour, 
I defie any one with two Legs, 
But here I am Rivalfd by four: 
Diftratted all Night with my Wrongs, 
I cry, Cruel Gods! what d'ye mean! 
That what to my Merit belongs, 5 
You beſtow upon Monſieur Le Ctien! 


Qi 


Tor Feature, or Niceneſs in Dreſs, 
Compare with him ſurely I can; 
Nor vainly my ſelf ſhould expreſs, 
To ſay, I am much more a Man: 
To th” Government firm too as he, 
The former I cunningly mean; 
And if he Religious can be, | 
I've as much ſure as Monſieur Le Chica. 


Oi 


2 ĩ˖ ——7ĩ— ——³Ü“ðE2 ——z U „ EET. "IE. 
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But what need I publiſh my Parts, 
Or idly. my Paſhon- relates 7 = 

Since Fancy that Captivates Hearts, . 

Neſolves not to alter my Fate: 

1 may Sing, Caper, Ogle, and Speak, 

| And make a long Court, Auf bien; 

And yet with one Paſſionate Lick, 

I I'mout-rivall'd by Monfieur Le Clien. 


8 2 


1 


„ wy: 
* 


3 Whilſt my Joy, my dear Peggy, is gone, 


B Oany Lad, prithee lay thy pipe 4 18 = - 
« Tho' blith are thy Notes, they have now no pow' ry | 


And Wedded quite from me, will Love no more: 
| My gude Friends that do ken my Grief, 


With Song and Story a Cure would nd: 
But alas they bring no Relief, 


For Peggy ſtill runs in my Mlind, 


When I viſit the Park or Play, 

They aw without Peggy a Deſart ſeem; 1 
She's before my Eyes aw the day, _ : 
And aw the long night too ſhe haunts my Dream 2 
| Sometimes fancing a Heav'n of Charms, 


: L wake, and rob'd of my dear Delight, 
Find ſheligs in another's arms, 


Ah! then cis the kills me out right, 
"0 23 


444 
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4 SONG. 


Ome Sweet Laſs, 
This bonny Inns 0 


Let's together; 


Come Sweet Laſs, 


Let's trip it on the Graſs: 


Ey'ry where. 


Poor Fockey ſeeks his Dear, 


And unleſs you appear, 
He lees no Beauty hear. 


On our Green, | 
The Loons are Sporting, = 


_ Piping, Courting ; 


Ong our Green, 
The Blytheft Lads are ſeen: 
There all day, 


Our Laſſes Dance and play, 


And ev'cy one is gay, 
But I, When you're away, 
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, There u. was an end of / ily's Wooing. 


Hy does Willy wow his "Do? 
Why 1s he never here, 
iy tender Heart to Chear ? 
Why, why does Filly ſhun his Dear, 
And leave his own poor Fenny exam, þ r 
Shall I never ſee him more, 
Put live in Mickle Care, 
In ſorrow and deſpair ? | 
Shall I never, never ſee him more, 


; But in my Dream when I am OO | 
Once be ne er cou'd gang away 3 


But here the Lad wou'd ſtay. 
Still Bonny, Blythe and gay; 


' | Oncehe ne er cou'd gang away, 
But all the day he wou'd be Sueing; 
| But when he had got a Boon, 


Oh! then the Naughty Lon; 
In Mickle haſte was gone; 


But when he, when he had got a Boon, 


M3 
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Fel take the Warr that kurci wil fromn me, 


Who to love me juſt had ſworn, 


| They made him Captain fure to undoe me, . 


Woe is me hell neer return; : 
A thouſand Loons a- -broad will Fight him, 5 
He from thouſands ne'er will run, 
Day and night I did invite, 


To ſtay ſafe from the Sword and Gus: "Wh 


1 us d allureing Graces, 
With muckle kind Embraces, 


jy Now Sighing, then Crying, Tears dropping fall ; 5 


And had he my ſoft Arms, 

Preferr'd no Wars alarm, 
By Love grown mad, without the Man of Gad 
BS feat in my tis [ had Frente all, 


"<->. 
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I Waſh'd and Patch d to make me look provoking, 
> | Fnares that they told me wou'd catch the Men; 
And on my Head a huge Commode fat Cocking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall agen : 
For a New Gown too I paid muckle Money, 
Which with golden Flowers did ſhine; 
My Love well might think me Gay and Bonny, 
No Scotch Lals was C'er ſo Fine, 


e 


My Petticoat I Spotted, | 
Fringe too with Thread I Kuotted ; 
Lace Shooes and Silk Hoſe garter full over Knee. 
N Bat oh! the fatal thought, 
| Jo Ml theſe are nought, 
| Who Rid ate Towns and Rifled with Dragoons, | 
i When he . Leon 1 have Plunder d me. 


8 Pills to 


27 


He Bonney grey Ey'd Morn began to peep, 
When Fockey rowz'd with Love came blithly on, 
And I who wiſ ing lay depriv'd of ſleep, = 
Abhorr'd the lazy Hours that flow did run; 
But muckle were my joys when in my view 


purge Melancholy, 


1 from my window ſpy d my only dear, | 
I took the wings of Love and to him flew, | 


For I had fancy'd all my heay'n was there, 


Upon my Boſom Fockey laid his Head. 
And fighing told me pretty Tales of Love; 


My yielding Heart at ev'ry word he ſaid, 0} 


Did Futter up and down and ſtrangely move. 


He figh'd, he Kiſsd my Hand, he vow'd and ſwore, 

That I had o'er his Heart a conqueſt gain'd 

Then Bluſhing hegg'd that I wou'd grant him more, 
Which he, alas | too ſoon, too ſoon obtain'd. 


2 
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Was when the Sheep were Shearing, 
And under the Barly Mo W; 


| Dick gave to Doll a Fairing, 


As She had milk'd her Cow: 


| Quoth He, 1 fain wou'd Wed thee 3 


And tho' I cannot Wooe; 


| Ive Hey Piſh, Hey Cock, Hey, and Hey * a Boyz 


Sing. ſhall I come Kiſs thee now, 


Sing, ah! ſhall I come, ſhall 1 come Kiſs thee 1 now ? 


I long Sweet-heart to Bed thee, 


| And merrily Buckle-too 53 | 
With Hey Piſh, Hey Cock, Hey, and Hey for Boy ; 3 


Sing, (hall I come Kiſs thee now, 


| Sing ah ! ſhall 1 come, mall I come Kils thee. now * > : 


| Dal ſeem'd not to regard him, 


As if ſhe did not care; 


1 et 3 when ſhe heard him, 


Like any Millers Mare 5 
e N aud 
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And | contacts to prove him, 
5 And Value her Maiden-head, 
Cry'd fie, nay Piſh, nay fie, and prithee rand by: 
| For I am too young to Wed; | 
She ſaid, ſhe ne'er con'd Love him, 
Nor any Man cloſe in Bed. | 
Then fie Piſh, fie, nay Diſh, nay prithee fan byz 3 


For Lam too young to Wed. | oo 


Like one that's ſtruck with Thunder, 
Stood Dickey to hear her talk; 


All hopes to get her under, | : | | 5 


This ſad reſolve did balk, 


5 At laſt he ſwore, grown bolder,. ” 5 — 


Hie'd hire ſome common Shrew: 

Four Hey Piſh, Hey fie, Hey for Boy, 

. Sing, ſhall 1 come Kiſs thee now ? 

Tn Loving Arms did fold her, 

Eee Sneak, and Cringe, and Cry, 
With Hey Piſh, Hey fie, Hey for a Boy, 

Sing, ſhall 1 come Kiſs thee now, 


Convinc'd of her Coy folly, | 
And ftubborn Female will; 
Poor Doll grew melancholy, r: 
The Griſt went by her Mills 
I hope, ſhe cry'd, you're wiſer, 
5 Thon cradit what I have ſaid: 
Tho' I do cry nay fie, and Piſh, and prithee Rand by, 
8 That I am too young to Wed ; FE 
Bring you the Church adviſer, 
And dreſs up the Bridal Bed; : 


Then try, tho I cry, fie and pich, and ene ſtandby, * 


It I am too young to Wed. 


Op din Sinn bhi 
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aby, | 


. | Ockey was a ts Lad, 
They my Heart no Captive made, 

 Fockey Woes, and Sighs and Sues, 
| Weel | ſee they both love me, | 


= Jockey bigh his Voice can mae, :-- 
But when Sawney Pipes ſweet Lays, 
One he Sings and to'thers Strings 


Sawney's Flute, can only do't, 


And Jemmy ſwarth and Tauney; : 
For that was Prize to Sawney : 
And Femmy offers Money; 


But I love only Sawney. 


And Femmy tunes the Viol; 
My Heart kens no denyal : 


Tho' ſweet yet only teize > ; 3 


And Pipe a Tune to Pleaſe me. 


Ibis to be Surg only at the end of the firſt and 11ſt Verſe, 1 85 


1 And over the Common I tcipt it alone, 
Then whom ſhou'd I meet, dut young Diet of our Town, 
Who {wore cer I went I ſhou'd have a Green-gown; 


ts 


\ ; 
' 7 —— 
=— * - ; 5 
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he Sun was juſt Setting, the Reaping ves done 1 = 


"1 
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_ 
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He preſt me, I ſtumbld, i 
He Puſh'd me T Tumbbd. 


He kils'd me I Grumbl' d, 
But ſtill he Kifs'd on; 


| Then roſe and went from me as foon AS he'd done. 


| Theſe 4 lines are only Surg at th: end of the a. and laſt Vaſe | 
If he he not hamper'd for ſerving me fo, 


May I be worſe Rumpl'd, 
Worſe Tumbl'd, and fumbl'd, 
Where ever, where ever 1 Soe. 


Before an old Juſtice I S's the ſpark, 
And how do you think I was ſerv'd by his Clark 3 


He pull'd out his Inkhorn, and ask'd me his bee, 


You now ſhall relate the whole bulineſs quoth he. 


He pre ne, &c. 


i | The Juſtice then came, . tho grave was his look, 
Seem'd to wiſh I would kiſs him inſtead of the Book; 


He whilper'd his Clark then, and leaving the place, : 


I was had to his Chamber to open my Caf. 


He . me, & c. 


I went to our Parion o make my Complaint, 
He look'd like a Becchus, but Preach'd like a Saint ; | 


He ſaid we ſhou'd ſoberly Nature refreſh, 


Then Nine times he Urs d me to Humble the Fleſh, 
Huͤ.̃l preſt me, I ſtumbl d, | 
He Puſh d me, Itumb l' d, 
He Kiſt me, Igrumꝭ id, 
But ftill be Kiſt o, 


A They roſe and want from me 45 [091 4s be'd done, 


If he be not hamper'd for ſerving me ſo, 
| May I be worſe Rump!'d, 
' Worſe Tumbl'd, and Jumbl'd 
Where ever, where ever I go. 
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A SON G. on Bartholomew Fair. 


AA 


32 Lads and Damſels, 
D Your welcome to our Booth; 


We're now come here on purpole, _ 


- Your fancies for to ſooth; 
No heavy Dutch Performers, 
Amongſt us you ſhall find, 
We'll make your Lads good humour 
And Laſſes very kind? 
Your Damſens and Filberds, 
You're weleome here to Crack, 
But a Glaſs of merry Sack Boys, 
Is a Cordial for the Back. 


* 


You 


1 
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You may range about the Fair, 

Mn 2 New Tricks and fights to ſee; _ 

+ | And when your Legs are wear, 
FI Pray come again to me: | 

2 There's Thread · bare Holoferneßs, 

| Whom Fudith long hath ſlain, 

| With Guy of Warwick, St George, 

= | : And Roſamund's fair Dame, 

_— You'll find ſome pretty Puppets too, 
With many a Nickey Nack, | 

But a Glals of Jolly Sack Boys, 
Is a Cordial for the Back, | 


| | The Houſes being low too, 

I | Some Players hithet come; 

But if my Stars deceive me not, 

1 They ſoon will know their doom, 
There's other petty Strowlers, 
| ._-... T hit crowd upon us here 

"hs That may have Booths to let too, 
5 Before their time I r. 
All theſe may prate and talk much, 
Show Tricks and Bounce and Crack, 
But here's a Glaſs of Sack Boys, 

That's a Cordial for the Back. 


n 


Come fit down then brisk Lads all, 
A Bumper to the King; 
Old England let's remember, | 
(May Peace and Plenty ſpring.) 
Let War no more perplex you, 
Your Taxes ſoon will end 1 | = 
The Souldiers all Disbanded, | py 
And each Man love his Friend. 1 
Ze Merry then Carouſe Boys, 
See Drawer what 'tis they lack, 
And fetch a Bottle neat Boy, 
That's Cordial for the Back. 
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From cenſuring the State, and what paſſes ahem. 
From a Surfeit of Cabbage, from Law-Suits and Love 


From medling with Swords, and ſuch Aangerous things, 1 


And handling of Guns i in defiance of Kings, 
0b Bacchus, G. | 


From Riding 2 Jade that will fart at 2 Feather, 5 
Or ending a Journey with loſs of much Leather; 
From the folly of dying for grief or deſpair, | 
With our Heads in the Water, or Heels in the Air. 


; Of Bacchus, Os, 8 e 


[Drinking, 'I 

8 Ince there's fo Imal! difference tuixt Drowning and 

_ = We'll tipple and pray too like Mariners Sinking 3 _ 
| 2 they drink Salt-water, we'll Pledge em in Wie, 15 

* our Devotion at Bacchus's Shrine. -} 
Bacchus gre:t Bacchus for ever defend us, 

and plentiful Store of good Burgundy fend 15. 


— ODj1_ 


2 


2 


1 
2.09 


+4 
_ 
* 


in 
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from a Uſure's grige, and from every Man, 
That boldly pretends to do more than he can; 
from the ſcolding of Women, and bite of mad Dogs, 


and wandering over wild Iriſh _— 


Cb Bacchus, Sc. 


from Hunger and Thirſt, Empt » be Pottles and On 


From thoſe whoſe Religion conſiſts in Grimaces z 

from e'er being cheated by Female decoys, _ 

From humouring old Men, and IE with Boys. 
ob! Bacchus, Wc. 


1 From thoſe little troubleſome Inks and Elyes, 
| That think themſelves Pretty, or Witty, or Wile 
From carrying a Quartan for Mortification, _ 


As long as a Ratisbon Conſultation. 


| = Ob! — . 


The N Nurſes 5 0 NG. 


Fas 


HF 
Y- hens. 3 adodle, 
My jewel, my Joy; 


2 9285 


My Darling, my Honey, 


My Pretty ſweet Boy: 


I Before I do Rock thee, 


With ſoft En!-ta-by g 


5 | Give me thy ſweet Lips, 


To be Ki, Kiſs, Kits, Kiſs, Ki, kiß. : 


_ | Thy Charming high For-head, 


thy Eyes too like Sloes ; 


© | Thy fine Dimple Chin, ; 


n Roman Noe; „„ With 
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With ſome Pretty marks, 

That lie under thy Cioaths 
Bure thou'lt he a rare one, 
5 Kils, Kiſs, c. 


To make thee grow quickly, 
TH do whay I can; 
Il Feed thee, I'll Stroak thee, 
TU make thee a Man: 
Ab! then how the Laſſe 
Moll, Betty and Nan, 
By thee will run mad 
To be Kiſs, Kiſs, Cc. | 


And when in due ſeaſon, 
1 wy ſhall Wed: 


5 Of — Maiden-Head, | „ 
If Bil come near her : 
To Kils, Kiſs, Se. „„ 9 


Then Welfare high Fore-head, 
And Eyes blak as Sloesz 
And Wel-fare the . 
And Welfare the Noſe: 
DE And all pretty marks, 
That lie under the Cloaths; 
For none is more hopefull | 
To Kiſs, Kits; Ce, 


==} 
3 


5 


2 
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” H Ow long muſt Womau wiſh in vain, 
A Conſtant Love to find; | 


4 No Art can Fickl: Man retain, 


Or fix a Roving mind: 


1 Thus fondly we our "ſelves deceive, 


And empty hopes purſue 
_ | Tho' falſe to ot hers we believe, 
Tay will to us Prove t true. 


4 zut oh the Torment to diſcern, 


A perjur'd Lover gone; 


[ Andyet by fad experience learn, 


That we muſt ſtill Love on: 


ER) | How ſtrangely are we fool'd by Fate, 5 


| Who tread the Maze of Love; 
When moſt de ſi rous to Retreat, | 
We knoy not how to move. Jn 7 


260 P 205 to purge Melancholy. 


118 . 

725 — — — 1 — — — N 
1 

Flt = 


—— — 


* 


li Ry 


TA 


Ads and Laſſes Blith and Gay, 
 £, Hear what my Song diſcloſes 
As I one morning Sleeping lay, 
Upon a bank of Roſes: 
Miß, ganging out his Gate, 
By gude luck chanc'd to ſpy me; 
And pulling bonnet from his Pate, 
He ſoftly lay down by m. 


e 


Willy tho' I muckie priz'd, : 
Ixcxct now I wou'd not know him; 
Zut made a Frown my Face diſguis'd, 
And from me ſtrove to throw him: 

Fondly he ſtill nearer preſt,̃- 
Upon my Boſom lying; 
His beating heart too thump'd fo faſt, 

1 Thought the Leon was dying. 
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But reſolving to deny, 

An Angry Paſſion feigning; 4 
-4 | I often roughly puſh'd him 32 

| With words Fall of diſdaining: 

Willy baulk'd no favour wins, 

I But went off diſcontented ; 
_ | But I gude faſth for all my Sins, 
Ne ier half ſomuch re pented. 


4 SONG. 


H bie! what mean 7 fooliſh Maid, 
In this Remote and Silent ſhade 3 3 
Jo meet with you alone: 
My heart does with the place combine, 1 
And both are more your friends then mine; 
And both are more your Friends than mine; 8 
| | Oh! oh! oh! 1 ſhall, I ſhall, I ſhall be undone, 
Oh: 4 oh. oh a I ſhall de undone. 
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A Savage Beaſt I won'd not fear, | 
Or ſhou'd I meet with Villi ans herc, 
I to ſome Cave wou'd run: 
Zut ſuch Inchanting Art you ſhow, 


I cannot ſtrive 1 cannot go; | 5 | Ih 

Oh! I ſhall be undone. _ © 4 
Ah! give your ſweet Temptations o'er, 1 * 
I'll touch thoſe dangerous Lips no more; os 

What muſt we yet fool on? Voß! Wh 
Ah! now I yeildah! now fall, Ok ar 
Abl now I have no breath at all, "ou 


And now Tm quite undone, = „5 
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ie Bonny Cate the Sun's got up high, N 
The Fidlers have play'd their laſt merry Tune; = 


Let's give em a George and» bid em god b'w'y, 
And gang to the: Wells before tis noon, ; 


li Lies to thy health ize drink my three quarts, 


Then ratfle among the Beauties divine, 


pere tho ſome young kops may chance to loſe hearts; 


- 


D 2 * 


Affure thy ſelf * s ſhall ſtill be thine. 


; | When we come home we'll kiſs and we'll bill, 


And Feaft on each other as well as our meat 


Then ſaddle our Nags and away to Box-hill, 
| And there, there, there conſummate che Treat: 


| And hea at Bowls 1 chance to 10 broke, 


Smile thou, and for loſſes I care not a pin, 
Tu puſh on my Fortune at night at the Oak, 
N And quickly, quickly, quickly recov'r all agen. 


| for thy diverſion coud'ft thou but think, : 
Why here all degrees cold Bumpers take off; . 


or why all this croud come hither to drink, 


in ſpite of the en twou d make thee laugh. 


Court iers and Plongh-men, ctateſ- men and Citts, 
The men of the Sword, and men of the Laws; 


Ihe Virgin, the Punck, the Fools, and the Wits, x 


| All tope off cheir Cups for a different Cauſe, 


New marryd Brides their Spouſes to pleaſe, — 
E |. Each morning quaff largely in hopes to Conceive; 
Ede Eully too drinks to waſh off his Diſcaſe, : 


Still fearing the Fall of the Leaf. 


B When ever the comes to her Teens. 


Jod muſty Wives take nine in a band, 7 = 
— | The Maiden takes Five too, that's vext with her Greens 6 


hopes they'll have pow'r to prepare her for Man, 
4 
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— 


QA erer 


"Ho Fockey Su'd me long, be met dicdain; $ 
His Tender ſighs and Tears were f nr in van ; 


Give o'er ſaid I give o'er, 

Your fill fond Amour, | „ 
Ine er, ne er, ne er, ne er,n ne'er comp, JT: 
| At laft he forc'd a Kiss, OY | | Ne 

Which I took not amiſs, 1 
And fince Fre known the bliſs. J 
1955 I'II ne'er deny. „ ; oy 
Then ever when you Court A Laſs that scoy. fn 

Who hears your Love yet ſeems to ſhun 1 its Joyz 8 | Thi 

If you preſs her to do fo, | 5 [And 

Ne'er mind her no, no, noz C 

But truſt her eyes, — _ 
For coyneſs gives den yal. ; ä 
When the wiſhes for the Tryal, . unt 


Tho ſhe ſwears you ſhant come nigh a, 5 
| Im ſure ſhe lies . 4 


— The Ships upon the Seas to Swim, _ 4 
| To keep foes out they come not inn __ 

I No every one doth what he can, „ 

3 All for the uſe and praiſe of Man, 


a 


P Now what do you ay to the Cans of wood ? 25 

| Faith, they are nought, they cannot be good g 

I When a man for Beer he doth therein ſend, , 4 

Io have them fill'd as he doth intend; „ :M 

The bearer ſtumbleth by the way, = 

I And oa the ground his Liquor doth lay, *. 
| Then ſtraight the Man begins to Ban, | 
And ſwears it 'twas long of the Wooden Can © 


* Although he ſtumbled all had been well, 
80 late therein it would remain 
-  WFuntill the Man got up again, 
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The Leather Bonle. 5 


o God above that made all things, 
Heaven and Earth and all therein; 


I wiſh in Heaven that Soul may dwell, 
Thar firſt devis'd the Leathern Botte!. 


But had it been in a Leathern Bottel, 


And 1 wiſh { in Heaven, oY 
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Now for the Pots with handles three, 
Faith they ſhall have no praiſe of me; 
When a Man and his Wife do fall at ſtrife, 
As many I tear have done in their life, 
Thcy lay their Hands upon the Pot both, 
And break the ſame though they were loth, 
Which they ſhall anſwer another day, 

For caſting their Liquor ſo vainly away; 
Zut hadit been in a Bottle fill d, 

The one might have tugg'd the other have held, 


They both might have tugg'd till their hearts did ake, 1 


A! yet no harm the Bottel would take, 
And « wiſh in Hexven, &c. 


- Now what of the klagons of Silver fine? 
Faith they ſhall bave no praiſe of mine; : 
When a Noble-man he doth them ſend, 
To have them fill'd as he doth intend ; 
Ie Man with his Flagon runs quite away, 
And never is ſeen again after that day, 
Oh then his Lord begins to Ban, : 
And ſa ears he hath loſt both Flagon and Man 5 
But it ne er was known that Page or Groom, 
But with a Leather Bottle again Would come, 
es I wiſh in Heaven, _ 


; Now what do you ſay to theſe Glaſſes fine 2 
Faith they ſhall have no praiſe of mine; 
When kriends are at a Table (ct, 
And by them ſeveral forts of Meat; 
The one loves Fleſh the other Fiſh, 
Among them all remove a Diſh ; 
Touch but the Glals upon the brim 1 
The Glas is b 0ke no Wine left in; 
Then be your Lan- Cloath ne'er to fine, 
There lies „cut Bes, your Alz, your Wine 
And d6ubtleis for ſo {mall abuſe, 
A young ian may his oer vice lolz, 
071 { wiſh in Atader, Kc, 


22268852 a 
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No when this Bottle is grown old, 
I And that it will no longer hold; 
Out of the fide you may cut a Clout, 
To mend your Shooe when worn out; 
Or hang the other fide ona pin, 
Twill ſerve to put many odd trifles in 
As Nails, Awls, and Candles ends, 
| For young beginners need ſuch things, 
I I'wiſh in Heaven bis Soul may awell, 
That firſt invented ihe Leathern Bottel. 
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— — 


— 


The Black Fack, tothe foregoing Tune. 

[TI a pitifull thing that now adays, Sirs, 
10 Our Poets turn Leathern Bottle praiſers; 
FS But it a Leathern theme they did lac: 
| They might better have choſen the bonny Black-Jack 
tor when they are both now well worn and decay d. 
For the Jack than the Bottle much more may be laid; 
And wiſh Soul much good m parttke, | 
That firſt devisfd the benny Black Jack. 
And row Twill begin to declare, 
What the Conveniences of the lack are; 
Firſt when a gang of good fellows do meet, 
AS oft at a Fair or a Wake you ſhall ſee't, _ 
They retolve to have ſome merry Carouſes z __ 
| And yet to get home in good time to their Houſes 3 
| Then the Bottle it runs as flow as my Rhime, f 

With Jack they might have all been drunk in good time, 
5 And I wiſh bis Soul in peace may dwell, 
> | ; Thu firſt devis'd that pee VII. 


] And therefore leave of your twitle twattle, 
HF Praiſe the Jack, praiſe no more the Leather Bottle 3 
For the Man at the Bottle may get 75 he bur ft, 

And yet not handſomely quench his thirſt; 
No Y 8 5 | Y N * | The 
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The Maſter hereat maketh great moan, 

And doubts his Bottle has a ſpice of the Stone 
But if it had hzen a generous Jack, 

He might have had currently what he di lack, 
” And I wiſh bis Soul in Para. liſe, | 
That fijt found « out that bappy device. 


Be your Liquor ſmall or thick as Mud, | | 
the cheating Bottle that cries good, ood „ 
Then the Mafter : gain begin; ro ſtorm. 
Becauſe it ſaid more than it could perform ; 
But if it had been in an honeft black Jack, 
It would have prov'd better to fight ſmell And (mack, 
And I wiſh bis Soul in Heaven may reſt, 

That adied 4 Jack to Bacchus his F caſt. . 


No Elagon, Tankard, Bottle or jugg, 
Is half io fit or ſo well can hold tuggʒñ 
For when a Man and his Wife play at thuack's "MI 


255 There's nothings ſo good as a pair of black Jacks, 


I hus to it they go, they Wear and they cui ſe, 


c makes them both better the Jacks peer the worle 3 : | 
For they might have bang'd both till their hearts aid ze, 1 


And yet no hurt the Jacks could take, 
And 1 wih his ci n kave 2 Perſion, 
That firſt prode 4 ha lucky invention. 


SOCRA ES and ARISTO TIL E, 

Suckt no wit from a Leather Pottle; 

For farely I think a man as ſoon may, 

Find a Needle in a bottle of hay; 

But if the Black Jack a Man often toſs over, 

Twill make him as drunk as any Philoſopher ; - 

When lie that makes Jacks from a Peck to a quart, 

Conjures not, th. Buch he lives by the black Art. 
A; 12 4; i aul, &c. 


Beſides my god Friend tet me tell you, that Fellow, 


That fram'd the Bottle, his brains, were but [hallow z We . | 


ke, 
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The caſe is ſo clear I nothing need mention, 


The Jack is a nearer and deeper invention, 


When the Bottle is cleaned the dregs fly about; 
As if the Guts and the Brains few out; 
Bur if in a Cannon bote [ack it had heen , 


From the top to the hottom all might have been clean; 


And I wil 0 578 Soul no comfort may lt, 
Thar fir! Fo e 575 te Lou clg blick Jack. 


| Your Leather Tortie is us'd by no man, 
| That is a hairs Breach above a Plow: man; 


Then let us ging to the Bercules-Pillars, 


and there vitit thoſe gallant Jack ſwillers; 
In theſe ſmali, firong, four; mild, ale, 
They drink Orange, Lemon and Lambeth Ale 


The Chief of He rails there allows, 


| The Jack to be of the ancienter houſe. 


Aud may kts ſuc elſurs never want Sack , 
Tha Pris aculs'd ne lovg Leather Jack. 


Then forthe Bottle you cannot well All it, 
Wichout a tunel but that you muſt ſpil it; 


Tis as hard to get in, as it is to get out, 
'Tis not lo with a Jack, for it runs like a ſpout ; 


| Then burn your Bottle, what good is in it; 


One cannot well fill it, nor drink, nor <a: it 
But if it had been in a jolly black Jack, 


| . Twould come a great pace, and hold yuu oy Tack, 


And I wiſh bis Soul, &c. 


_ | He that's drunk in a Jack looks as fierce as a ſpark 


That were juft ready cockt to ſhoot at a Mark 


| When the other thing up tothe Mouth it goes, | 


Makes a man look with a great bottle noſe; 
All wife men conclude, that a Jack new or old, 


| Though beginning to leak is however worth gold; 
| For when the poor man on the way does tr udge it, 
His worn out Jack ſerves him well for a budget; * 


Ard I wiſh bis Heirs may never lack Sack , 
That firſt conprived the Leather Black Jack. 
N 


JF 
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| When Bottle and Jack ftand together, fie on't 
The Bottle looks juſt like a Dwarf to Giant 
Then have we not reaſon the Jack for to chule, 


For they can make Boots when the Bottle mends Shoos; z 
For add but to every Jack a foot, | 


And every Jack, becomes a Boot 


Then give me my lack, there's a reaſon why, 

They have kept us wet and the'll beep us dry; 
now ſhall ceaſe but as Pm an honeſt man, 
Ihe Jack d<lerves to be called Sir FO # Nz 

Ana my they ver want for Bel yer Bu «+ : 
Bark: e the Trade of the bonny black lack. 25 


„ Ee, my buütheſt maid, 
” Prethee liften to my true Love now 3 
1 am a canny Lad, 
Gang aleng with me to yonder Brow : 
Aw the Boughs ſhall ſhade us round, 
While the Nightingale and Linnet teach us, 
How the Lad the Laſs may woo, 


Come and In ſhew my Jenny what 1 
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Then Full many a thing, 


I can dance, and I can whiftle too; 
1 many a Song can ſing. | 
'| Pitch the Bar, and run, and wraftle too: 
Bonny Myrg of our Town, 


| Gave me Bead-laces and Kerchers many, 


Only Jenny twas con.d win, 
Foce from aw the Lattcs of the Gre en. 


| Then lig thee down my Barn 
Ize not ſpoil thy g wdy ſhining Geer; 


4 I'll make a Bed of Fern, 


And l' gently preſs my Jenm there, 
Let me lift thy Petticoat, | 
And thy Kercher that too hides thy Boſum 3 
| -Shew thy naked Beauty's ftore, 

Pee alone's the Laſs that I adore, 


— — — — — — —— 


1 H Phyllis \ why. are you leſs tendre, 
To my deſpairing Amour! 
Vour Heart you have promis'd to Tendre, 
Do not deny the Ketour : 7 
My Paſhon J cannot defendre, 
No, no, Torments encreaſe tous les Four, 


N4 1 


To make my Oui firſt ſeem kind, 5 
Then row perpetual Hate? | One 
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Te forget your kind Slave is cruelle, 1 
Can you expect my Devoir. 70 
Since Phyllis is grown infidelle, _ . 
And wounds me at ev'ry Revoir ! 
Thoſe Eyes which were once agreeable, _ „ 
No, now, are Fountains of black Des eſpouc. | | W 
Adieu to my falſe Eier ince, - e 5 pe 
Adieu les Plaifirs des beaux Fours; Ls Bu 
My PHllis appears at diftance, I 8 
And lights my unfeigned Efforts- * 
Io return to her Vows impoſſible, N 
No, no, adieu To the Cheats of Amours. i 
— — — — — — — * T! 
1 
3 F 
| Re 
Le 
D. 
T ELL me, ye Gods, why do you prove, | 70 
So cruel, (6-feyere ; IL E 
To make me burn in flames of Love, = 
Then throw me in deſpair? } 
Tell me, what Pleaſure do you find, : 
Io forck tormenting Fate; 1 


ce 
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Once gentle Sylvia did inſpire, 


With her bewitching Eyes; 


Oft with a Kiſs ſhe'd fan that Fire, 


Which from her Charms ariſe : 


| With her Diviner Looks ſhe'd bleſs, 


And with her ſmiles revive; _ 


EZ When ſhe was kind who could expreſs 


The Extaſie of Life. 1 8 


by But n. now I read my fatal Doom, 


All hopes now diſa ppear; 


Smiles are converted to a Froun, | 


And vous neglected are: 2 

No more kind Looks ſhe will impart, 
No longer will endure _ 

The tender Paſhon of my heart, 
Which none but ſhe can cure. 


Ab! cruel, file, perfidious Maid! 
Are theſe Rewards of Love? 


% When you have thus my heart betray'd, 


Will you then faithleſs prove ? 


-'Tis pity ſuch an Angels Face, | 


Shou'd ſo much perjur'd de; 


| And blaſt each captivating Gr ace, 


By being falſe ro me. 


| Return, return, &er 'tis to late 


The God of Love appeaſe ; 


| Left you too ſoon do meet your Fate, 


And fall a ſacrifice : 


Deſpiſe not then a prater d Heart, LD 


But mighty Love obey ; 


| For Age will ruine all your Art 


And Beauty will decay, 


n 


Py 
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x7 Hen firft Amyntas ſu'd for Kiſs, 
My innocent. Heart was tender ; 


— That tho' I puſh'd him away from the Bliſs, 


My Eyes declar'd my Heart was won; 
1 fain an artful Coyneſs wou'd uſe, + 


Before I the Fort did ſurrender: 


Fut Love wou'd ſuffer no more ſach Abuſe, _ 


And ſoon, alas! my cheat was known. 
He'd fit all day, and laugh and play, _ 

A thoufand pretty things wou'd ſay; 

My Hand he'd {queeze, and preſ> my Kneo:, 

Ill farther on he got hy degrees. | 


u 


„ 


SSH Emily 


8811 


11er 


„„ 


7 EE 
F off HR | * of 
ö * * ® | 


4 'C It thee down by me, mine own Toy, 


\ Sike Beauty as thine, covlift thou prove kind, 
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My Heart, juſt like a Veſſel at ſea, Eo 
Wou'd tois when Amymas was near me; 


| But ah! ſo cunnmg a Pilot was he! 


Through Doubts and Fears he'd ftill Sayl on: 


1 though in him no danger cou'd be, 


Too wiſely he knows how to ſteer me; 


| And ſoon, alas! was broug ht to agree, 


So waſt of Joys before unknown, 


Well might he boaft his Pain not loft, 
For ſoon he found the Golden Coaſt; _ 
Enjoy'd the Oar, and 'tach'd the Shore; 


Where never Merchant went befere. 


Thou'z quite kill me, ſnould'ſt thou prove coy : 
Should'ft thou prove Coy and not Love me, 


Oh! where ſhould I find out fike a yan as thee, 


Ize been at Wake, and Ize been at Fare, 
Vet ne er found yan wich thee to compare: 


Oft have I ſought, but ne'er could find, 


T kouz 
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Thouz have a gay Gown and go toyn, 
wh blver Shoon thy Feet ſall ſhoyn : 


With toyn'it Flowers thy Crag Ize Crows. 
Thy pink en Coat Call be laced don. 


eez yearly gang to the Brook ſide, | 
And Fiſhes catch as they do glayd- 

Each Fiſh thyn Pciſoner then. (all be, 
Thouz catch at — aud Le n at thee. 


What mun we do when Scrip ! is fro 
Weez gang to the Houze at the Hill broo, 
And there weez fray and eat the Fiſh ; 
But tis thy Fleſh makes the beſt diſh. 


ze Kiſs thy cherry Lips, and praiſe 
A the ſweer features of thy Face; | 
hy Fare-head ſo ſmooth, and lofty both rige, 


1 by loft ruddy Checks and pratty ack F ves. | 


Tze lig by thee au the cold Night, 


5 Thouz want nothing for thy delight: | 


Thouz have any thing if thouz have me, 


T And ſure [ze haye TY that fall 2 (caſe thee. 


MASH eee cs 
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Pill to purge Melanchoh. "= oP . 


Fx awry laſt, on 8 morn, gh ” 
As I along the Fields did paſs to VIEW the Winter 
Corn; 

I leaked me behind, and I ſaw come Ofer the Knough, 
Yan.glenting in an Apren with bonny brent Brow. 


1 bid gud morrow, fair Maid, and heright conctronſiie; 
Bekt lew and fine, kind Sir, ſhe ſaid, gud day agen to ye; 
1 ſpear'd o her, fair Maid, quo I, how far intend you now? 7 
Quo ſhe, I mean a Mile or tua, to Jonder bonny brow. 


Pair Maid, I'm wee! contented to ha fik company, 
For 1 am ganging out the Gate ya intend ta bee: 
When we had walkt a Mi ile or twa, Ize ſaid to her, my 


Doe, 


May 1 not dight your A pron fine, ki your bonny brow. 


B Nea, gud ſir, you are far miſteen, fer 1 am nean othoſe 3 
by 8 hope Ya ha more breeding than to dight a womans 


| [cloths: 
For I've a better choſen than fike as vou, 


| Who ang > may my — dight, and kiſs ma bonny 


btow. 


Na. if ya are Santa I tare ne mar to ſay, 


Rather than be reycted, I will give ore the play: 
And I will choſe yen o me own that ſhall not on me rew, 
Win boldly let me dight her Apron, kiſs her bonny brow. 


| Sor, Tze fee ya are proud hearted and leath to be ſaid nay, 
Jou need not tall ha ftarted, for eight that Iz ded ſay: 
You kna Wemun for modeſtie, ne at the firſt time boo; 
But, gif we like your een, we are as kind as you, 


) Onny Labs gin thou wert mine, 


And twenty thouſand Pounds about thee; 


I'd ſcorn the Gow'd for thee my Queen, 
To lay thee down on any Green, 
And ſhew thee how thv Daddy gat thee, 

I'd ſcorn thy Gow'd for thee my Queen, 

Io lay thee down on any Green, 
And ſhew thee how thy Daddy gat thee. 


Bonny Lad, gin thou wert mine, 
And twenty thoutand Lords about thee : 
Id leave them aw to kiſs thine Eyn, 
And gang with thee to any Green, 

o ſhew me how my Daddy gat me 

Il. ' jeave them, &. 


8 — _— Xo 
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„ 


4 F » | TI * 
1 * 
— —_— a 


MERAS 


| 1 19h! 


HE bright Lain, whoſe hard fate, : 
45 It was to Love a Swain, | 
| It-natur'd, faithleſs, and ingrate, 
| Grew weary of her pain; 
Long, long, alas! ſhe vainly ſtrove, 
To free her Captiuc Heart from Love ; 
Till urg'd to much by his Difdain, 
She broke at laft the ſtrong-linkx'd Chair, 
And vyow'd ſhe ner would love again. 


T4 0 Þ- 


2 The lovely Nymph now free as Air, 
” = Gay as the blooming Spring. 
To no ſoft Tole would lead an Far, 
But carcleWſit and fing : 
_ | Or if a moving Story wr: ought | 
| Her frozen Brcaſt to a kind thought, 
She check'd her Heart, and cry'd, 451 bold 
Amynior thus his Story „ SR 
8 Once burn'd as muc* t now he's cold. 


Long thus ſhe kept her Liberty, 

And by her all-conquering Eyes, 

A thouſand Youths did daily die, 

Her Beauties Sacrifice: 8 
Tin Love at laſt young Cleon brought, 
The object of each Virgin's thought, 
Whole ſtrange refiſtleſs Charms did move, 


They made her burn and rage with Love, 


And made her bleſt as thoſe above. 
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Qah| | | 


MH, 3 coi} 


22 


AU #-*ry gin your Eyes do kill, 


' You'll let me tell my pan; ww 


Gud Faith, I lov'd againit my will, 
Yet wad not break my Chain: 
Tze once was call'd a bonny Lad, 
Till tbat fair Face of yours, 
Petray'd the Freedom once I had, 
And all my blither honfs. 


I 


> 


Al 
At 


Lame from his Gradle, 
| And a begging we will go, : 
Anda begging we will £0. 


1 And a begging, Sc. 


Another for his Rye; 


one A little Bottle by his fide, 
\od 5 
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And now wey's me, like Winter looks, ND 
My faded ſhow'ring Ey n; 
And on the Banks of aded Brooke. 


I paſs my wearied time: 
Tze call the Streams that glideth on 


To witneſs, if they ſee, 
On all the brink they glide along, 
So true a Swain as * 


| Here was 2 ſovial Beg zer, 
He had a wooden Leg 3 ; 


And forced for to beg : 
We'll go, we'll go, 
W bag for his Oatmeal, 

Another for his Salt; 


"And a pair of Crutches, | 
To ſhew that he can halt, 


A bag for his Wheat, 


To drink when he's a-dcv. 
And 2 * C. 
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To Piriiiico wetl go, 
Where ue ſhall merry be; 
With ev'ry man with a can in's hand, 
And a Wench upon his Knec. 
And a begg g, 5 


And when we are dipos'd 

To tumble on the Graſs, 
Weave a long patch d Coat, 
Io hide a pretty laſs. 
And 2 be 85 8 Er, 


Seven years T egg d 

For my old NMaſter 1 71, 
He taught me to beg 
When I wasa Child. 
And 4 be SSing, e. 


I begg'd for my Maſter, 
And got him ſtore of pelf; 
Dot Jove now be praiſed, | 
I now beg for my (eli. 
Anda begging, &c. 


In a hollow Tree = 

I lie, and pay no rent; 
Providence provides for me, 
And Jam Lell content 5 
And a beg Sing, Ce. 


Of al Occupations, 

A Beggar lives the beſt; 
For when he is a weary, 

He'll lie him down and reſt. 
And a begging, Sc. ai 


I fear no plots againſt me, 

I live in open Cell; 

Then who would be a King 7, 
When the Beggars live ſo well. ” 


» And the Se. 


nr een 


i 


Ie 


1 


ks. 
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AND 


= | — la 


"ELL me N tell me roundly, . 
I When you will your Heart ſurrender; 
T Faith and Troth I love thee ſoundly 

Las I that was the firſt pretender, 

Ne'er (ay nay, nor delay, | 
___ Here's my Heart and here's my d too; 3 
All that's mine, ſhall be thine, 
Body and Go9as at thy command too. 


Ab! how. many aids, quoth gun, 
Hare you promis'd to be true to ? 
Fye! I think the Devil's in you, 
. Jo kiſs a body ſo as you do 
What d' ye? let me g, 
cant abide ſuch fooliſh doing; j 

Get you gone you naughty Man 

Fye i is this your way of wee. 


” SONG. 


Gl | 85 


S 


Ey d her, try'd her, yet cant prove, 
So lucky to find her pity move, 

Ie have no reward "4 Love: 

If you wou'd but think on me, 

And now forſake your Cruelty g 


Ie for ever ſhou'd be, cou d be, wou'd be; ; 


| Joyn d with none but only thee. 


When firſt I aw thy lovely Charms, | 

1 kifs'd thee, wiſh'd thee, in my Arms: Oh 

I often vow'd, and did proteſt, 

Tis Joan alone, that 1 love beſt: 

Ize have gotten Twenty pounds, 3 
My Fathers Houſe, and all his grounds, 
And for ever ſhou'd be, cau'd be, wou'd be, 
Joyn'd with none but only thee, 


GeNF 2 i 


1 Often f for 4 hs ep | =, 


1 3 


* 
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E_L me no more, no more Jam deceiv'd, 

Thy t Cloe's falle, that Cloe falſe and common ; 
Dy Heav'n | all along believ CL | 
S hes as, ſhe was, à very, very W oman. 
ſuc h I lik'd, as ſuch careſt. 

he ſti 1, 5 She ſtill was conliant when pole: 


be phy (Hh; es cou'd, ſhe could, 
Do more tor no man. 


Bu: oh! hut oh her thous) Ats on Others ran, 
And that you thinks ax th: yuuthink a hard thing ; 
Pe rhaps ſhe tancy'd you the Man, 


Way what care I, why what care I one Farthing, 
You {ay ſhe's falſe I'm jure ſhe's kind; 


I'll tzke, Ii take her Body, you her Mind; 
Who, who has the better bargain ® 
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4 So N. 


a | 2:3 _ — — END. ONTO | . eee — 


T London che' ve bin, 
At Lon. lo, che've bin, | 
And che've ſeen the King and the Queen 4 3 
Che ve ſeen Lords, an Earls, 
And roaring fine Girls, 
Turn'd up their Fails at fifteen 23 


Che've ſeen the Lord Mayor, | 
And Bartoldom-Fair; 

And there che met with che Draggon, 
That St. George that bold Knight, 
Forght and killed out-right, 

Whillt a "Man could toſs off a Flaggon. 


From thence as 1 went CE 
To ſeeth' Monument; 

I met with a Girl in Cheapſide 43 
That for half a Crown, 
| Pluck'd up her Silk Gown, 

And ſhew'd me how far ſhe could firide a ; 


W 
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"4 SONG. 


eb 


| TT” Hen Beauteous Nymph look from above, N 

15 And tte me here below :; „„ eins 

See how that mighty Tyrant Love draggs meto your 

Draggs me to your window: 1 
Let not your Heart then har.ined be, 


Since you my love have got; 


| For I'ma Knight of high degree. 


And dye upon the ipot. 


To morrow then let us be K 
At hours Cannonical; _ 


That 1 may ſay when I have ſ-d. 


My heart is free from Thrall : 


Ion think then what thy Joy will be. 


When J am in thy Arms; 


* That thou mayft have the liberty _— 1 5 
 - ToRille all wy ² 
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, Scotch SONG. 


OE OPH9THYWGO 


Qu 11 


TTL K a Y * - 


n 
. 


0 J Aa is me u n do, 5 
2. | ; OS u 
1 58 _ 2 Driakin 31 may rue, ; 4 . | 


Since my Heart ſo © narm© bef-! . e 
Wouuded by ab Fpſen-Hel; | | Wi 
Jac have een)! Fair, I wi 
Seen the char "© 2 „„ i 
But aw Scot / Aaith, defye 1 
Sike a Lipr ly rowling Eye, 1 
FTE Feet 


ryes 


W. no Lept an Old houſe at A boi ntiful rate, 
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Ferr.yes Skin was white, her Fingers ſmall; 


Maggy, ſhe was (lender, ftraight and tall; 
But my Love here bears away the Bell from aul; 


I For her I ligh, for her I die in a wild deſpair; 


Never Man in Woman took ſach Joy, 
Never Woman was to Man ſo coy; 


| She'll not be my Honey for my Love or Money: 


Well- ret what torments I mun bear, | 


The Old « nd mow Crurtier. 
ene == 


we rs —_ rr 


4. W Ith an Oid Sec * made by an O14 Ancient pate» 


Of an old wort ipfu Gent. eman who had a 
(great Eſtate: 


And an old Porter to relieve the Poor at his Gans 
Lite an. O!.1 Courtie 7 of the Que en's 


Wan an Old Lady whoſe anger good words, affwages 
Who every Quarter pays her ond Servants their wages, 


Who never Enes what bel longs 0 Coachman, Foot men 


[and Pages; 
But kept twenty or thirty eld Fellows with blue-coats 
Lite an O. Co lier, Sc. | and badges. 


| „ 
With 2 Study fill'd full of Leeruel bocks, (his looks, 
With an old Reverend Parton, you may iadge him by 
; Wich an old Butter, hatch worn quit off the old hooks, 


And an Ul 1d Kitchin, which matt ains I: alt a 4072 n Old 
Like 4 Cad: . 5 { Cooks x 2 
| O With 
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With old Hall hung round about wich Guns, Pikes“ 


and Bows, 
h 04 Swards and bag Klers, which hath born many 


hre vv 'd DlOWs, 
\nd an old Fryſadoe coat to cover his worihips trunk hoſe 
\n;t a Cup of: o ” Sherry to comtort 1118 N Nolſez 


Lite 171 074 


With an oll Faſhion when Cbriſt ils is come, 

o call in his Neighbours with Bag-pipe a:d Drum, 

And good chear enough to tfuraiſh ever od Room, 

Ind old liquor able ro make a cat peak, and a wile man 
II N Ne. 8 „ 


Who like an old Wiſe. man k: pt himlelf with! n his own 


e | ' Hounds, 
And when e died gave every Ch wy a thou! 145 10 old 
Lite an Ola, &c. 1 5 pounds; 
But to his eldeft Son, his houſe and lag e ſſign d, 
Charging him in bis Will to keep the lan Je Antiful 
| mind, 


To be good to his 8 Serv ants, and to his Neige ind, 
Bur in the enſuing Ditty, you ſhall Ic ar 105 he was 
\ cnclin'd 5 


Like 2: yow'g Conttter of ie Kings, 


Lik a young Gallant new! y come to his Land, 

That bee 58 i Brac? ot Creatures at's Own. command, 
And. rakes 2: 1 thouſand pounds upon's own Bond, 
And ein e in a new Tavern, till he can neither g 


Lk 43 Coumtier, &c. nor ſtand; 


With a ueat Lady that is frelh and fair, lor care, 
* ho never kncs what bglong'd to 700d howle m3 


| 


| | | , =. ; 
With an old Hunts-man, a Faicorer and a Kennel of | 
SR . 5 [Hounds, 
Which never Hunted, nor Hawked, but in his own | 
| | 1 Grounds: | 


* 


— — 


4 


| 
-" 


Cate, 


e pins 
"bur 
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- But buys ſevera! Fans to play with the wanton air, 
And ſeventcen or eighteen archings of och er women* 


Like 89072, &. | FUL 


With a new Hall built were the oll one 100 
| Wherein is burned ncither coal. nor woud, 


Anda new Shutfle-boarc d-table where never meat cod, 
Hung round xi h! "iCtures which doth the poor little 
| Like 4 y0u7p, &c. _- | 200d; 


With a new Study tu d full of ' Pamphlets and Plays, 
With a new] Chaplain, that {wears faſter than he prays, 
V/ith a new Buttery Hatcl. that op: ns Once in. four or 

{five days, 


| With 2 a neu Ey 237 Ken fg ma ic ae and Toyesz 


Like Jug, X 


With a new fall on when Chi: Mas is come, 
With a journey up te £67.04 We - muſt be gone, 


And leave no 500 iy at home dat our new Porter Foby, 


* W Þ W ho relievy. = Tt * P OO Will a chump On the back Wit h 


Lille 2 hy NE RE [a tone, 


Wirh A Gen: \-man- Uſher. whoſe carciag ge 18 compleat, 


With 2 Footman, a Coachman, a Page * carry meat, 


With a waiting Gentlesoman., whole dreſſing is very neat 
Who when e Matter has din'd 1 gives the ſervants little 
Lite 4 Jv * 85 Kc. pon 1 a lmeat; 


With 3 honour ought with his Fathers Old Gold. 


That many of Ris Father's Old Manours hath ſold, 


And tt is 1s the occation that moſt men do hold, 


| That g good Houle--ceping is now days grown ſo cold; 


Lite * JOS Courtter of * Kings, 


0 


And bring more Liquor hither, 
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Bacchus's Health : To be Sung by all the Company | 


together, with Directions to be Obſerved. 
Fit Man ſtands ap with a Glaſs in's hand and Sings 


Ere's a Health to Jolly Bacchus, 

Here's a Hleath to Jolly Bacchus, . 
Here's a Health to Jolly Bacchus, I.-bo, ILL, I-; 
For he doth merry make us, 


For he doth merry make us, | 1 


For he doth merry make us, / [--ho, 1--bo, Is 0%, 


+ Ar chis Star they all bow to each oth: 1 


and fit down. 
1 4t this Dagger all the Comp 5 beckens to 
„„ | 


+ Come ſit ye down together, e 1 


„Come ſit ñe don together. ” 
Come fit ye down together, IH, I--bo, -t; 
And f bring mor- Liquor hither, 


And bring more Liquor hither, J.-bo, I.. bo, 1--bo, 


*#4| 


wv 
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* At this Star the firſ® Man drinks his 
| Glaſs while all rhe other Soy and 
point at him, 

+ At this Dagger they all ſit down, clap- 
ping their, next Man on ihe Shoulder. 


| Tt goes into the * crarium, 


It goes into the Cranium, N 
It goes into the Crium, T--ho, I--ho, J. * EL 


J And Þ thou'rt a hoon Companion, 
And thou'rtt a bon Companion, 


And thou'rt a hoon Companion, /--bo, 15 ho, 7 > 5 


Then ihe 2d. Alan takes his Glaſs, all the Cos: NL 
— Wee Hers a Health, Cc. jo rand. 


— 


— 3 — —Uœ —— ——— — SS — 


C 0 NC G, to the forgoing Tune, 


6s Þ Here was A bonny blade, | 
Had marry'd a Country Maid; 


* And ſafely conducted her home, home, home, 


She was neat in ev'ry part. 
And ſhe pleas'd him to the Heart, 
But ah! alas! ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


She was bright as the day, 
And brisk as the May: 


And as round, and as plump as a Plumb, Plumb, Plumb, 


But ſtill the filly Swain, ; 
Could do nothing but complain, 


1 Becaule that his wite ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


She could kew 2nd ſhe could Bake, 
She could Sow and ſhe could make; 


Ide could Sweep the heuſe with a Broom, Broom, Broom, 


 She-could Waſh and ſhe could wring, 
She could do any kind of thing, N 
But ah! alas! ſhe Was dumb: dumb, dumb. = 
83 T4 


— 
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To the Dr. 8 he ent, | | 
For to ge acht dontent; 5 OO 3 


An to e ere 1180 ite ot the wum, mum, mum, 

ON! ts tha eafle R part, 

That be'on un tomy Art, 
For to adde da Woman peak that is dumb, dumb, dumb, 


"61 the Dr. he Ht d. brigg, | 
And he cut her atterieg ſtring; 1 
And at lorry hie ſet ber Tongue, het Tongue, her 
| [Tongue, 
Her Tongue hogan to Walk, 
And the began to talk, „ 
As tho he h 21 never pecn dumb, dumb, dum 


5 !ter Faculty ſhe trie CS, | DE 4 


And the nid the houſe with noiſe ; 
and ſhe rattl'd in his ears lik a drum, rom. drum, 
She bred a decal of ftrife, 

Made him weary. of his life, 


—_ > . 
Sl 


G 


Hel 7 ve an thing again ſhe was dump, e dumb. | 


To the Dr. then he goes. 
| ay | thus he vents his Woes $ | 
Ca? IF Your ve me undone, undone, undone, 
1 Vite ſhe's turn'd a Scold, 8 
And lier 1 can never ho: 4, 
Td give any kind of thing ſhe was durad, dumb, dumb 1 


Wne did under rt ake, N | 8 | 


1 male thy Wife to ſpeak; 

I was a thit INS C aft pony done, done 2, 
Bit t! > pait the \rt of man | 
| Let him do What e e he Can, . 

For to make a >colaing Wite hold ber | oague, Tongue, - 


[ Tongue, 1 


The 


G 


OS>H A. 


>< 


Cr} | | 
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Toe Wi eft-Countryman s * on a eld. 


ds hartly wounds, Tze not to Fan not T, Sir ; 

Becauſe I hear there's ſuch brave cving, 12:4 d., Six; 
Thomas the Miaſtrel he's gon twinkliag ber „ 
And they talk there will be two or three more; Sir; 
Who the Rat can mind either Bayard or Pall, Sir, | 
Or any thing at all, Sir, for thinking of drinking T'th” 

| „ {Hall bir; 5 


T7 E'gad n1 not 11 Let Maſter ret it and ſtorm it 1 am 
. 
zue. 


krete d ? 


'I'm ſure there can be no hacm in't 


Who would loſe the zight of the Laſſes and Pages, 


And pretty littl> Sue ſo true, when ſhe ever cigagesy 
E 3d not I, Ld rather loſe all my M ages 


G - There's 
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There's my Lord has got the curious'ſt Daughter, 
Look but on her, ſhe'll make the Chops on ye water; 
This is the day the Ladies are all about her, 4 

Some to veed her, ſome to dreſs her and clout her: 
Uqs-bud ſhe's grown the veateſt, the neateſt the ſweeteft 
Ihe pretty hit Rogue, and all Men do zay the diſcreet- 


| 0 | .- ſeſts 
There's ne'er a Girl that wears a head in the Nation, 


But muſt give place zince Mrs. berty's creation; 
She's 20 good, 20 witty, 20 pretty to pleaſe ye, 4 
Zo charitably kind, 20 courteous, and loving, and eaſie, 


That 'n be bound to make a Maid of my Mother, 


If L dn Lon can e'er zend down zuch another. 


Next my Lady in all her gallant Apparel, 
ze not forget the thumping thund'ring Barrel; 


There's zuch Drink the ſtrongeſt head cannot bear it, 
Till make a vool of Zack, or White-wine, or Claret; 
And zuch plenty, that twenty or thirty good yellows, | | 
May tipple off their Cups, untill they lie down on their | 


[ Pillows. 


Then hit off thy Vrock, and don't ſtand ſcratching thy 
„ e „ 
For thither III go, Cods-woons, becauſe I have ſaid fo, 


15 


11111 
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J Octy was as brisk and blith a Lad, 
As ever did pretend to love a Maiden-true : 


| But I fear that I ſhall dye a Maid, 


And never taft the joys of love as "others dos, 
When the Wars alarms, 
Call'd him forth to Arms, 


And the Trumpets ſound, 
Made the ſhores rebound. | 


2 All that ever I cou'd ſay to keep my Lover, 
| Was too little to confine him here: 
And till he returns I never ſhall give over, 


Mourning for the abſence of my Dear. 1 85 


| To arms, to arms, he cry d, 
| To Love I ſtrait reply'd; 
Zut in 1 vain-ftcove, _ 
10 periwade my Love. 


Love can ne'er contend, when Glory is a Rival, 
F Or I wou 'd have kept my Swain from harms; | 
But he thought that he in Glory ſhou'd ſurvive all, 


When by Honour he was card to arm: 
To arms, to arms he cry'd, | 
To Love I ſtrait reply d; 


But in vain I ſtrove. 


To perluade my Love. 


All that ever I cou'd ſay to keep: my Lover, 
Was to little to confine him here: 


And till he returns I never ſhall give over, 
Mouning for the abſence of my Dear. 


"Os. 
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Come over for Flanders, and there you ſhall ice, 
AJov meer we'll make it, how frolick we'll de, 
Sing Tanta, ra, ra, ra, ra, ra Boys; : 
Tanta ra, ra, a. ra, ra boys, 
Tanta ra, ra, ra, ra, ra doys drink, boys drink. 


rf you lave been a Citizen broke by miſchance, 
And wou'd by your Courage your credit advance; 


| Here's ſtuff to be won by ventr ing your lite, 


So you leave at home a good friend by your Wife; 


Sing tanta ra, ra. Oc. Ware Horns, ware Horns „ 


85 ing. tanta ra, C.. Ware Horns, 


But it u upon Wenches you have ent all your means, 

And ft u your mind runs upen Whores and Queans3 

. _ Here's Wenches enow that with „ou will go, 

"rom Leaguer to Leaguer, in ſpight of your ot; 
Jag 5 tanta r3. 12; Sc Whores all, W horcs at! , 


2 -fanta ra. Fd: „M hbores ail. 8 A5 


aa 


Ou mad caps of Exglamd who merry wou'd ds . 
en tor your brave Valour wou't pains undertake; 


SALLY 


Si 16. 


Se ee 

| ae * nee | 

2 ph! i Bi f 7 r 
* * ＋ n 2 ; n 3 
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As ſoon as you come to your Enemies land, N 
Where fat Gooſe and Capon you have at command; 


sing take them, or Eat them, or let them alone, 


Sing go out and fetch them, or elſe you get none; 
ding tanta ra, ra, Cc, Make ſhift, make iſt, 
Sing tanta ra, ra, Cc. Make ſhift. 


Your Serjeants and Officers are very kind, 
If that you can flatter and (peak to their mind : 

They will free you from Duty and all other create 
Your Money being gone your Duty comes double, 
Sing tanta ra, ra, on Hard caſe, hard caſe, 

Sing tanta ra, ra, © Hard Cale. 


And when YOU break an Arm or a Leg, 1 
You ſhall have your Paſs through the Country to Beg 


Jour Othcer promiſes you {ome other pay, 
| But the Soldier never gets it, no not till Duoms-day z 


Sing tanta, ra, ra, &c. Long time, long time, 
Sing tanta _ ra, Sos Long time. 


At laſt when you come to your Enemies walls, 


Where many a brave Gallant and Gentleman fall,, 


And when you have done the beft that you can, 
Your Captain reward; vou, there dies a brave Man k 


Sing tanta, ra, ra, Cc. That's all, that's all, 
Sing tanta ra, ra, Cc. That's all. 


4 SONG. 


EEE ee 


9 
WEN 


| 
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1 2 e HHP: 


I Er Eyes are like the vioenlng bright, 
Her Eyes are like the Morning bright, 
Her Cheeks like Roſes fair; 


5 Her Breaſts like water'd Lillies white, 


Her Breaſts like water'd Lilles white ; AI 
Like Silk her flowing „ 

Her Ereaſts like water d Lillies white, 

Her Breaſts like water'd Lillies white ; 

Like Silk her lowing Hair. 


| Her Breath's as ſweet as Odors blown, 

- BY Le phyrus o'er the Vales: 

Her Skin's as fine and ſoft as Down, 
Her Voice like Nightingale“. 5 


Where e er The breaths where e er She Si; 85, 
How happy are the Groves 
How bleft ! how much more ble ſt than Kings, 
The Shepherds that She loves. 


With gent! ie ſteps let's beat the ground 
la Gladſlom Couples joyn'd, 

For Joy that your Dorinda found, 
And evTty Lover kind. 


pe em Z 1 
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i | Ake your Honour Miſs, tholl Joll loll, 
L Now to me, Child, tholl loll lol}. 
Alery and eaſie now, tholl lol loll, 
Very well done M/s, tholl Joll loll. 
Raiſe up your Body, Child, choll lol], 
Then you, in time, wil! riſe: hoh, tholl, la, 


8 5 . Hold up your head Miſs, tholl loll loll, 
Wipe your Noſe, Child, tholl loll, 
When l preſs on ye, tholl lol loll, 
Fall back eaſie Mis, tho! loll loll, 
Keep out Four toes too, tholl loll loll, 
Then you'll learn preſently, hoh, tholl la. 


| Bear your hips Swimmingly, tholl loll lol}, 

Keep your Eyes languiſhing, tholl loll lol, 
Zoons where's your Ears now- ? tholl loll loll, 
Leave off your Jerking, tholl loll loll, 

Keep your knees open, tholl loll lull, 

| Elſe you will never do, hoh, thol! * 


1 If you will love me M/, tholl loll 'oll loll, 

| You ſhall Dance rarely Child, tholl loll loll, 

Jou are a Fortune Miss. tholl loll loll, 

And muft be Married Child, tholl loll toll, 
 ..,__ Give me your Money Mi, tholl loll loil, 1 
4 Then I will give you my, hoh, tholl la. A 
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D Opal and fair. great Fi, dear Bleffing, 
. The Charging Regent of the Swain; | 
Heavy with Care. thus ſadly Expreſſinſn, 

ler grief, fat weeping on the Plains: 
Why did my Fate Exa't me. fo high, | 
It fading State muſt deprive me of Joy? ES 
Since Ni is gone, . | N 

An! How vainly thines the Sun, 
Till Fates decree, the Winds and Sea, 

Walt, Walt him to we | 


„„ 


i, 


1 


77 


Where Ravenous Wolves too tain would be Maſters, 


Fly while here, ſecur d me from fear, 


Pills to purge Melancholy. 303 


Large are my Flocks, and fiow ry my Paſtures, 
Worth Treaſures vaſt of Silver and Gold; 


Devour all my Lambs, and break down my fold : 


All the Wild Herd itood in awe of my Dear 
But poor helpleſs I, 
Mourning Sigh, and hourly cry, | 
Let Fates decree, the Winds and the Sea, 
VattiFilly to me. nm, a 


* 
I 
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K 
Er 


vba 8 ding, hoe ding, langtridown derry ; 


My holyd othes Þ on, and tace newly Mow'd, 


With a heydown, hoe down, drink your brown berrys 4 


The Sky was all painted, no Scarlet ſo Red, 
For the Son was juſt then getting out, of his Bed, 


When Tereſa and I went to Church to be ſped, 15 
With a hey ding hoe ding, ſhall I come to Wove thee; ” 


Hey ding, hoe ding, will ye buckle to me, 


Ding, ding, ding, ding, ding derry. der ry, derry ding, 


Ding, ding, ding, ding, he y langtridoun * 


Her Face was 25 fair, as if't had been in Print; 

| Sing bey di 25 So 

And her ſmall Ferret Eves, did loving] y Sq! aint, 
Ib a be, down, &c 

vet her Mouth had been damag' 0 with Comfts and 


| And her Teeth that were uſele ſs, for biting h humbs, 
Had ates like i Tenants, forſaken her Gums 1 | 
5 With a bey ding hoe — KC | 


TT But when night came on, and we. both were a bed "ae 


Sirg bey dirg, &c. 


: Such range things were done, there's no more to be aid; 4 


With d bey down, &c. 


Next Morning her head, ran of mending her Gown 3 | 


And mine was plagu'd, how to pay Piper a Cron, 
And fo we rote up, the ſame Cole we lay Con; 


With a bey ding boe Gy Kc 1 


WCG | 


WAS ry one morning, the Cock had juſt Crow d; 3 2 


QBs call 


Plumbs, | 
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Ti Ear Pinckaninny, if half a Guinoy, 


To Love will win ye, 


I lay it here down, 
Wie muft be Thrifty; 
__ "Twill ſerve to ſhift ye, 


And I know fifty, 


Will do't br a Crown. 


Dunns come ſo boldly, 


King's Money ſo ſlowly 
That by all things holy, 


'Tis all 1 can fay, 


Yet I'm fo rape in, | 
The ſnare that I'm Trapt in, 
As I'm true Captain, 

Give more than my Pay. 


Good Captain Thunder, 


_ Go mind your Plunder, 
Od-z0unds I wonder, 


You dare be ſo hold, 


30h 


Thus 
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Thus to be making, 
A Treaty ſo ſneaking, 
Or dream of taking, 
My Fort with {mall Gold, 


| Other Town Miſs, N | . | 
May gape at Ten peices, | | 
But who me poſſeſſes, 
Full twenty ſhall pay, 1 
To all Poor Rogues in Buff, | | 
Thus thus 1 ſtrut and huff, Z „„ 
So Captain kick and cuff, 
March on your way. 


AIM 1. 


CYL 


{YM 1 


57 Dialogue dne, Mr. 3 _ 4 Mr Ed- | 
= Wards repreſenting 1290 Cone] Boors. 5 


DE = | 
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Colin lay, lay down thy Spade; 
And never more follow Adam's old 1 rade, | 
But come on to the War, 
Where Swords and Guns are, 
Rattling now whilſt we, 
March with /7aurboys merrily, | 
Free hunters of Honour, 


Thou'rt ſlave to the pride, 
Ot tome Boar ot a Mannour. 


Collin. | 
Well, what then? Much better? 
Ts brown bread and Water : 3 
With Bacon that's Ruſty, 


And Beef tho tis damnable Mu! 75 : 
In courſe wooden Matters, 


And Cook d up by our Country Guts, 


TT Then dla ſhes and Bruiſes, _ 
| And holes made by Fuzees, 
Or feeding on Fame, _ 


When I'm Crippl'd or Lame; 
Or ſent Packing with a broad Sword thro* my Guts, 
Zoons with a broad [word thro' my Guts, = 


A | Wen: Trumpets Drums and Battling too. 


Cor i- 5 
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| C oridon, 
Dull fiat rail no more at Caveleering, 
What a damn'd ſcandal it is, 
To fneak here at home, 
Grow mouldy with peace, 
5 When loud Fame calls thee out, 


5 „ 
I fear my Commiſhon, 
Will prove but a Viſion, 
For when Tam poſted, 
On Mines where f m like to be Roaſted, 


"Tis forty to one but I'm RT's d from my future Com- 


5 Coridon, | 
Where bold Dragoons are domineering, 
Thoullt ſee Fortune ready to befriend thee, 
Tf thou art wounded , 
For honour and Valour, 
e - propoun ded. | 


Cokin. 

0 it with much Toyling, 

| TI chance to ſcape Broyling, 

A damn'd bit of lead, 2 5 
Drills me quite through the Head. 5 
How the Divel then ſhall I kiſs the Kings hand, 
Zoons how ſhall [ kiſs the * band. . 


7 the 2d. Part f the Tune. 


Coridon. 

From Bullets and fire, 

Tho' oft we retire, 

Our wiſhes we crown, 
When we enter a Town, 
That! is Rich where the Laſſes are kind, 
And the Plunder's refreſhing and cool. 


E mand. 


Colin 


M ont Ge ls a. 
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Collin. 
: But what if foul weather, 
Won't let us come thither, 
1 The Trench full of Water, 
| Then is it not better, 
1 Lie 195 at home and our Plowjobbers rule. 


. oriden. 
Gad 200ks you” re a cow rardly foot. 


ad. 


PEE 


2 3 . 
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| Reat Alexaders Horſe, | 
Bucephalus by Name; 8 
That long bas been Enrolled, 
Within the Books of Fame: 

But Sir Creduleus Eaſy's Mare, 
So far did him excel; 
She neer run for the plate, 
But ſhe bore away the bell: 15 
I Witha Nighy, Wheeghy, Yeopoop 4, . 
T7 Full Caper and Career; | 
lin Al England cm ſpew you, | 
File 2500 er Mare, And 


535 real 4 
| B. 1 
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113 5-H 
N 
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And to B- em ford ſhe did come, 

And an Ale-houſe ſhe did find; 

She could not paſs it by, 

But ſhe knew her Maſters mind: 
And as he called for à pot, 
She would be, wou d be ſure of twaln; 5 
Which made her ſuch à ſott, 
She ne. er could run again. 

I IPith a Nighy, &. 5 


Since laſt l ſaw her face, 
Ih heard report is ſpread ; 
With drinking in that place, 
This bonny Mare is dead: 
And the laſt words ſhe did fay, 
As ſhe came down the hill, 
: Was alt! that bowl had broke her heart, 
; And ſo ſhe made her Win. N 
2; 'k 4 Nigg, K. - 


= Her tore Hoot the beg eath'd | 
To fome Rel igious fool; YL 
Who after her untimely death, 
© Begs Pardon tor her Soul: 
And her hinder hoof with which, 
She play'd full many a trick, 
She gave to thole curs d Wives, 
1 hat againtt tneir Husbands kick. 
= 1 410 4 9, KC. 


At the Burial of this Mare, 
Her Maſter wept. full ſore 5 
Becauſe it was reported. 
le ne'er ihou'ld ice her more: 
But that which Comforted him, 
For his departed Friend, 
Was after ail his great loſs , 
She mad= ſo good an end. 
S. 1 ith « Nighy, Ke, 


—— 4 + Ilir 


1! WE: 


Vils to purge Melancholy. 311 
ASONG:. : h 


POINT eee e tf 
Wan 22 8 
9 9 — x 8 


la, The Line of wen T.:dor, | 
Thum, thum, thum, thum, +} 
But her renown is fed and gone, 
dince cruel Love perſu'd her. 


Fair Hinnies Eyes bright ſhining, 
And Lilly Breafts alluring 3 | 
Poor Fentins heart with fatal Dart, 
Have wounded pat all curing. 


Her was the prettyelt low. 
At Football or at Cricket; 

At hunting Chace, or nimble Race, 
Ccts-plut how her cou'd prick it. 
But now all joys are flying, 

All pale and wan her Checks too; 
Her heart ſo akes, her quite forſakes 
Her Herrings and her Lecks too. 


No more muft dear Metheglin, 
Be top'd at good Mongo nery 3 | 
And it Love ſore ſmart one week more, 
Adieu Cream-Cheeſe and Flomery _ A 
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I Loves a ſweet Paſſion, why does it torment, 
IIf a bitter, oh tell me, whence comes my content 2 
Since I ſatfer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or gric ve at my Fate when I know tis in vain 2 
Yet ſo plcafing the pain is, ſo ſott is the dart, 5 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart, 


: J preſs her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by Pathonate ſilence I make my Love known; 


By ſome willing miſtake, to diſcover her Love; 
When in ſtriving to hide, ſhe returns all her flame, 


But Oh! how I'm blett when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 


And our Eyes tell cach other, what neither dare Name. 


— 
— 
S 
al 


** 1 — 2 — 


They fly, they fly, they fly, they fly; 
Victoria, Victoria, the Bold Britons cry. 


The Gods from above che mad 1abour behold, 
And Pity Mankind that will periſh for Gold. 


2 


Ome if you dare, our a found; 
Come if you dare, the Foes rebound: 


Now they charge an amain, 
Now they ra'ly again; 


The Fainting Saxons quit thcir Ground, 
Their ' Trumpets Languiſh in the Soundz 


Nou the Victory's won, 
To the. Plunder we runs 
We return to our Laſſes lik? Fortunate Traders, 


Triumphant with Spoils of the Vanquiſht Invaders. 
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We come, we come, we come, we come, [Drum 


Says the double, double, double) Beat of the N 


- 
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r 
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ts bleft are Shepherds, bow 1 heir Laffes, Che 
While Drums and T rumpets are ſounding Alarms! 1 
Over our Lowly Sheds ali the Storms paſſes; 1 
And when we die, *tis in each others Arms. | This 

All the Day on cur Herds and Flocks 5 e 


All the Night on our Flutes, and in wn of ho ns The 


All the Day, S. e Doe 
Bright Nymphs of Drives, with Graces PREY, 


Let not your Days without Pleaſure expire; 

Haondur's but empty, and when Youth is ended, | 
All Men will praiſe you, but none will deſire. | The 
Loet not Youth fly away without Contenting; dher 
Age will come time enough, for your Repenting, | 


Let not Youth, Cc. 
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' Obacco is but an | nies weed; 
_ Grows green in the Morn, cut down at ITY 


It ſhows our decay, 
Ft | We are but clay, 
| By | Think of this and tale Tobacco, 


3 | The Pipe that is ſo Lilly-white, 
w_ \ Wherein lo many take delight; 
_—} Ts broke with a touch, 
** Man's life is ſuch, 
— ene of, 1 


ue Pipe that is ſo foul iti, 
ſſes, | Shews how Man's Soul is ſtain'd with 05 
2 It does require, 


3 To be purg d with Fw. 
| Tint of, &c. n 


5 4 The Aſhes that are lift behind. 
Does ſerve to put us all in minds 
That into duit, 
Return we uſt, 
* of _ 
| The {moak that does ſo high dend, 
She ws you man's life muſt have an end, 
FF Vapour's gone, 
i $ Man's lite 4 ., 
A | Think f 1 P 2 
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IN Eglanore, that valiant Knighr, 

Fa la, lanky down dilly 

He took up his Sword, and he went to figlit, 
Fa la, lanky down dily: 

And as he rode oer Hin and Dale, 1 
All Armed with a Coat of Male, 9 

Fa ba la, Is la Ia, lanly down a. 


There leap'd a Dragon out of her Den, 


That had ſlain God knows how many Men 3 * 


But when ſhe ſaw Sir EFglamore, 
Oh that you had but heard her roar! 


| Then the Trees began to ſhake, 
' Horſs did tremble, Man did quake : 
The Birds betook them all to peeping, 


Oh! twould have made one fall a weeping, 


But all in vain it was to fear, 
For 1 now they fall to't tight * bear Bear; 


be iT 
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Which yex'd the Knight 
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And to't they go, and ſoundly fight. 


A live-long day, from morn till night. 


This Dragon had on a plaguy Hide. 
That could the ſharpeſt Stecl abide; 


No Sword could enter her with cuts, 
unto che Guts, 


But as in Choler he did burn, 


He watch'd the Dragon 2 great good tüfn; 


11 For as a yawning, ſhe 1 fall, 
He thruſt his Sword up Hit and all. 


Then like a Coward ſhe did fly 


| Unto her Den, which was hard by 


And there ſhe lay all night and roar'd, 


The Knight was ſorry tor his Sword. 


But riding away, he cries, I torfake it, 
_ He that will fetch it, let him take it. 


— — * 


480NG 
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—_— He Danger is over, the Battle is paſt, 


The Ny mph had her fears, but ſhe ventur'd at laſt; 

_ She try'd the Encounter, and when it was done, 
She ſmil'd at her folly, and own'd ſhe had won: 

By her Eyes we diſcover, the Bride has been pleas'd, 
Her Blutes become her, her paſſion is eas d; | 

She diſſembles her joy, and affects to look down, 

If ſhe ſighs, tis for torrow tis ended ſo ſoon. 


' Appear all you Virgins, both Aged and Young, 


All you, who have carry'd that burden too long; 


Who have loft precious time, and you who are loſing, 
Betray'd by your fears between donbting and chufing : 


Draw nearer, and learn what will ſettle your mind, 


You'll find your ſelves happy, when once you are kind; 


Do but wilely reſolve the ſweet venture to run, 
Iou'll fcel the loſs little, and much to be won. A 


5 Tt E 
e 5 + e een 
oY 27 þ A 
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. Frmy and Mogg y too follow'd them, 


The Kirke has made her à young ſinner: 
To London Town they're ge. 
Tach with a' muckle weam: 
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V DU and Georgy now beath are gean, 5 
Io {== their lovely Flocks a feeding: 
For fear they thould be now a breeding : 
Out of London Town they aw did trip it, 


Down to play at new bopeep at Tunbriige Well; 
But how they play'd or what they ſaid, 
The Deel his ſell can only tell. 


Maggy had bearns Four, Five or Six, 


But Jermy was a young beginner ; 
Sure to her trading now ſhe will fix, 


| And Georgy now to Scotland he mun run, 


Fare him weel ene take him Deel: 
Poor Jenny now is quite undone, 
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8 iow 30 whilſt we trip it, trip, trip ir, 5 
O Trip, trip it upon the Green: | 
Zut no ill Vapours riſe or fall, 
Baut no ill Vapours riſe or fal, 
No Nothing, no Nothing, offend, 
No Nothing offend our Fairy Veen; 5 
No Nothing ,no Nothing, 
No Nothing offend our Fairy Queen ; 
No nothing no Nothing, no Nothing, 
No nothing offend our airy Veen. 


nl. 
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There is every he has gotten a ſhe, 
And a Fidler ftanding by, 


here is Focky has gotten his fem y, 


And *ob-»y hos gotten his For E, 


Ki da there they do JUERtT, and jugset, 


And jugget up and dos n. 


Ther id ler ola ve it falie 3 | 


And o fud-Nar; ant 'ofaid : 


} 


And fo tid nimP!c Faller | 


| W it! that the Fit he 


Did play the Tung again; 
And t Li en they 6 lid Foot it and foot ity 
And foot it unto the men. 


= i 9539 5 


Ou Laſſes and Lads Take leave of your Dais, 
And away to the Maypol= hy ; ob 


Tot re Ou. ſaid. D:: 1 i ie fail Ni, Thy | 


Three 
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Three times in an hour they went to a bower, 5 
do play for Ale and Cakes 5 

And Kiſſes to whom they were due 
be Laſſes held the ſtakes ; 

The Laſſes they began, 

To quarrel with the men; 
And bid them take their Kifſ-$ back, 
And give them their own again. 


9a 1 


: 1 SONG. 


' Hat Wel Devils moves you! 


Come, come my Friend the Truth declares. 


You Jove Hlvia, Silvia loves you 
Why, why then will you Wed the Fair * 
Marriage joyning does diſcover, | 
But Lovefresing joy for life: 
Wou'd you, wou'd you, wou'd you, 
Love the Nymph for ever ? 
Never, never, never, never, never, nere. 


Let her be your Wife. 4 


gr 


iin 


„ e ect 


ol 
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> 115 hanide up aloft, 
= Swab the Coach fore and aft; 
For tbe punch Clubbers ftraight will be ficting, 
For Fear the Ship rowl 
dDling of a Full bowl; 
For our honour let all things be fitting 
In an Ocean of Punch 
We to Night will all Sail, 
I'th' Boul we're in Sea room 
Enough we ne'er fer: 
Here's to thee Meſſmate. 
Thanks honeſt Jom, 
Tiis a health to the mn 
_ Whilft the Larboard-man drinks 
Let the Starboard man ſin 
With full double Cups, 
We'll Liquor our chops, 
And then we'll turn _. --: 
| Witha Who up, l, to, ho, 
But lets drink e er me go, 
B bees GIO er mM 


The winds veering aft, 
Then loole ev'ry Sail; | 
She N bear all her Toplails i 
Heave the Logg from the poop, | 
It blowsa freſh gale, 
And a juſt account on the board keep: 
HShe runs the eight Knots, 
And eight Cups to my thinking, 
That's a Cup for each Knot, | 
Muſt be fill'd for our drinking, 
Here's to thee Skipper, - 
Thanks honeſt John, 
J Tis health to the King, 
| Whilſt the one is a drinking, 
The wer, ſhall . 
With full double Cups, 
We Liquor our, KC, 
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The 
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The Quartier muſt Cun, 
Whilft the foremaſt-man Steers 3 
| Here's a health to each Port where cer bound, 
_ Whodelays tis a Bumper, 
Shall be drub'd at the Geer, 
| The depth of each Cup therefore found: 
To our noble Commander, 
Io his honour and wealth, 
May he drown and be damn'd, 
That refuſes the health, 
| Here's to thee honeſt H wry, 
Thanks honeſt V., 


Old Truepenny fin, 


Whilſt the one is a Drinking, 
Ihe other ſhall fill, 
1117 full double Cups, 

FW 2 u . our, xc. my 


What news on the Deck Ho- 
It blows a meer ſtorm : 
She lies a try under her Nizen, | 
Why what tho' ſhe does? 
Will it do any harm ® | 
If a Bumper more does us all reaſon : 
The Bow! muft be fill'd Boys, 
In ſpight of the Weather, 
Tea, yea huzza let's how! LONG 5 
Here's tothe Peter, 
Thanks honeft Foe, 
About let it go; 
In the Bow! ftill a Calm is, 
Where Cer the Winds blow. 
I IWith full double Cups, 
Mell liquor our, &c. 
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8 1 went over you miſty Moor, 

| w i Was on An cven! ls late, Sir, 

There I met with 2 weelfar'd af 
Was ſpanning of her gate, sir, 

I took her by the Lily white hand, 

And by the twat | caught her, 

I ſwear and vos and Ty you true, 
She piſti in my hand with laughrer. 


The filly poor Wench ſc lay ſo ſtill, 
 _ Youd ſwear ſhe had been dead Sir, 
The deel a word but aw ſhe ſaid but ay, 
And bow'd her h-ad, her head Sir, | 
Kind or, quoth ſhe you'll kill me here 
But I'll torgire the fhughter ; 


SF You make ſuch motions with your A 


You'll ip'it my tides with laughter. 
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A New SON G, Fett 0 _ Clark, 


TH tae Hat Hp 
2 | 33340 * 8 2 5 ZE 
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Ark the Cock crow'd, tis day all abroad, | 
ES And looks like a jolly fair morning; 
Up Kger and Femes and drive out your Teams. 
Up quickly to carry the Corn in 
D.:: * the drowzy and Barvab, borzy, Rb FRO 
At breakfaſt we'll flout and we'll jeer 3 , 


_ 5! uggards ſhall chatter with imall beer and water, 


Whilft d. tope of the March beer bogs. 


7 aſſes chat Mre for ſhame give 0 er, 

- , louth open the Flies will be blowing; 

To get us ſtout Hum when CH is come, 

Away where the Barly is mowing : 

In your Smock fleeves too, go bind up the ſhear res too, 
With nimble young Ind and Harry, 

Then when works oyer, at night give each Lover, 

A Hug and a buſs i in the Dairy. 


Two 
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Two for the Mow and two for the Plow, 

Is then the next labour comes after; 

Im ſure I hired four, but if you want more, 
Ill ſend you My Wife and my daughter: 

Ragger the truſty, tell Rachel the luſty, 

I The barn's a brave place to ſteal Garters : | 
 Twixt her and you then contrive up the Mow then 

And fake it at Night for your Quarters 


1 


: ond 1-8 


: p » 0 8 


A New Song Set by Mr. Akeroyde. 
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Sax; 5 to Kiss, to Kis $ is pretty, 's pretty, 18 pretty | 
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to frolick and play; n0, no, 5 no, no, 20, no, no 
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no, nd tis folly 9 Nis, tis fol 75 no, nv, to, no, 
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no, 255 _ no, 1 no; tis jolly to kiss, tis jol--ly; 


N = 2 


Love, but not to dy- 3 no, ro, no, no, ao, go, ro, 


3 . : — = | 
* ME 85 


= — —_ — 


"BO no, Kiſſing till you” re out of breath, cis fooliſh 


to Kits, tis fooliſh, tis fooliſh to Kiſs to death. 


The 
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- The xe Midwifes Chriſtening Song. „ 
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Eb's conſecrate a mighty Bowl, 
On this our ſolemn meeting : 


Es To recreate thoſe Female Hearts, 
That ſometime fince were weeping , 


The Lady's pangs are now no more, 


All grief is baniſh'd from her; 
The Luſty boy has made his way 


And Ong now can wrong her, 
Cho. By all the Goſſips. 


0 1 power of aktive love, 
How bravely haſt thou wrought: . 


| From ſomething don: there's ſomerhing come, 


VF Fils mary Toyl for ought. 


; Then diſh about the Mothers healch, 
The Lads ſhall ſoon come after; 

Nor thall the Father be forgot 
In hopes the nex: —— a Daughter: 


Go on brave pair obey command, 


And multiply together 


May ſtrength increaſe, 
And Wealth ne er ceaſe, 


8 Nor may you part for ever. 


Cho. 0 Ty 1995 of Foe ad 
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4 ange on a + Lady $ going into the Bath. 


'Y 
| 
| 

- 
j 
| 
' 
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My hear t is j1i!t ready to part from my Sou] 
And leap wn the Gal — Ty into the Bowl : : 
2 Each day I provide too; 
A bribe tor her guide too,. | 
And gave hera Crown, 
Io bring me the Water where ſhe ſat down: 
Loet crazy Phyſitians think pumping a Cure 


| That Virtue 1 18 doubt! ul but OIotes 1 18 ſure. 


7 The Eidlers I hire to play ſome thing ablime, 


She enters, they flour ih, and ceaſe when ſhe goes, 


1 . who it isadreſs'd to firaight ev ry one ons. | 


Wou'd I were a Vermin 
Call'd one of her Chairmen, 
Or ſervd as a guide: 
Tho I ſhow'd as they do a damn 'd tawny Hide 
Or elſe like a pebble at bottom could ly e, 

| To Og her Beauties how happy were 1, 


VVV tu Sia in bath! ag ner Charms does expoſe, 
5 * any Bou, luet dancing * her Note, = 


And all the while throbbing my heart beats the time; 


—— — — 
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7 NRaree Show, O bravee Show, 
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O preety Show, who ſee my fine a Show ? 


O Raree Show, O Brave Show, 
Who lee my pretty Show ? | 


Quand la Cigala Canta ja proton travailiar, 
Fadboun eſta lombrert a 'lomoretta, 


Fa boun eſtr'a lombretta C alignar 


Here's de Engliſ} and French to each oder moſt civil, 


Shake hands and be friends and hug like rhe Devil: 


O Raree Show, OErayee Show, O pretty Gallant a Show, 


Here be de Sarge ds a trudging through France, 
To ſweep de Shimney, to ſing and to dance, 
o Raree Show, &c. 3 Here 
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| Here be de great Turk, and de Great King of no land 3 : 


A Galloping brave'y from Hung'ry to Poland, 
O Raree Show, . 


Here“ de brave Ee! 2 B-24, for the + boat tarries, 


To gon, _ - 3 vid his Tay! or at Pals, 
0 Farce &c. 85 | 


Here b- de hone elt Captain 2 lem the Peace, 


Here' 5 Inoder disbandling his Coach and his Miſs 5 5 


e Vel, &. 


Here he de Eng 72 Ships bring ay and Riches, | 


And here de french Caper a n his Breeches 
N 5 ee Show, Sc, 


Here be te Jacks ſet out Lites and 1 difſemble, 85 


And here be de Mob make um a {quitter and tremble. 


O Raree O's &c. 


Hare s one Cents al his Pay, and ! boating: a Whore, 


2 Wee Show, Kc. 


Hes be de brave Trainbands a ariakisg Carouſes, 5 


And here be de Soldiers a ſtorming their ſpouſes. 
3 0 Wet how draree Show who ſee my me how. 


F 1 * 


— 


4 Ne, Scorch 50 N Game « Pam, 5 
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5 RAJ nr Phiids with Jockey play dat , 


The honny Lad nea whit could he=d his Game, 
But ſighing in his doleful dumps, T7; 
Leuk'd at her and !oft his Trumps, 

Ah? a blither ſport was Fockey's cheif aim. 

Thoſe bright Eyes, 

The Loon heart wounded cries 

Ah weladay | 

Dear PH lia 

joy and vet deftroy me, 


ce ne er win by Mournival or blaze. . 
4 0 conquering Knave whilſt on my Queen I | gaze 


Thus P. 11¹⁴4 wit Beauty With and Art, 


His money won who had before his heart, 


| Until the Laughing God of Love, 


Pack't the Cards and made em prove, 


| All combin'dto take poor * keys weak bart: 


No kind Knave, 5 | 
The Charmer io could have, 
Her Lv * er ao, 
Recover'd too, 
More than Led. before too, 


- | Till to pleaſe them love chang 4 the wrangling Game, 
To wedlock Joy: 5 and Jockey vas her Pam. 
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Ou Ladyes who are young and gay, 
Since Time too ſwiftly flyes away, 


Beſtow your hours « of leiſure, beſtow your hours of lei- 
of (ſure, - 
on Courts, on Garden: ſprings, ind Groves, 
On Conv cliat ion, La 3: Loves, 4 55 


And ev'ry harmies vicaſure Wvry ey. ry harmleſs P! ;eaſure, „ 


Be you the fin ſt Shou S at pas... 
Alluring youth to Love and gaze, 


-  Beevy'ry where and often ſhown, 
But Vifion like be touch'd by none 
Be only fair Deluſions 


For pleaſure ramble round the Ton. 
But give your Friends no cauſe to frown, 
From Honour never ſally: | 
Ho they're contemn'd who were admir' a, 
In Courts had all their hearts deſire 
For ev "ey kils a _ | | 


But try no mad Concluſions: . b 
5 


W aro 


e mie 


+.-.0 


8 
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le John Grub, M. A. of Chriſt's- 
Cburch Oxon, to the [ame Tune, P. 136. 


T He Story of King Arthus it is very memorable, 5 


The Number of his valiant Knights and roundneſs 
of his Table 


His Knights around his Table in a Circle fo, dye ſe, 5 


And altogether made up one large Hoop of Chivalry z 


A He had a Sword both broad and arp yclyp'd Calliburn, 
Would cut a flint more eaſie than Penknite cuts a Corn; 
A calc Kaife does 4 Qpon . 0 iT would car ve a : 


Rock, 


And ſplit a man at ſingle ſlaſh from noddle down to nocky £ 
ne was the Cream of brectnock and the flower of al the 


Wih, 


7 But George he did the Dragon fell, and gave him a pla 


Buy a n 
St. George be wir for fair Elend, 
Sd. Dennis was for Fraate, 
Jing Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. 


| Tinerlan with Ti'ꝛari n bow the Turtifh $quadrons er 
Au fetcht the Page Creſcent down wich half m 


made of Yew 3 


: His truſty Bow Proud Tits did gal with ſhowrs of Ar- : 


rows thick, 


8 Aud Bo- ſtrings vithout theotling ſent Grand Viie ö 


old Nick; 7 


5 Much Turhants and much Pagen pates ks mags to tum- 25 


ble in duft, 


And heads of Sartre he fixt on Spear as on 8 fign poſt 
le coop'd in cage grim Bajazet propot Mabomers Religion 
As if he'd been the whiſpering bird chat prompted him, 


the Pidgeon; 


In Turky teather Scabbard he aid ſheath his blade ſo 
| trenchant. -: -: [inch ont 
' But Gzorz2 he (wing'd the Dragons tail and cut off ev 


» Cevge be was, &c. 8 
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The 2d. Part of St. George for England by the 


4 
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kits of old Chiron learvt the great Horſe for to ride, | 


Was taught byth' Cen Fairs rational parts the Hinnible to f 
beſtride;ñ 


Bright Silver feet and ſhining face had the tout Hero's 


mother, 5 


As Rapiers Silver'd at one end and wound us at the other | 
Ler feet were bright, his feet were ſwift as hawk purſu. 
ing Sparrow, | 


er's had the metal, his the ſpeed of bauen Silver | 


Arrow, 
7heris to double Pedagogue commits her deareft boy, 


Who bred him from a ſlender wa to be the Scourge of | 


Troy 3 


But e'r te laſh'd the Trojuns Was, in Stygian water ſteept, ] . 


As bireh is ſoaked firſt in piſs when boys are to be whipt; 

His [kin exceed! ng hard, he roſe from Lake ſo black aud 
muddy, 

As Lobſters ring from the Sea, ith ſhells about their 

dody ; 

And as from Loſers broken Claw, vick out the dem you 


"- might, —- [ 


So might you from one unſbelr d del dig peices of the | 
Knight 3 


His Myrmidons rob'd Priems Barns and hen rooſt; f ay the * 


80 
they ſptung; 


Himſelf tore Zcfor's Pantaloons, and ſent him down bare | 5 
e .- - - | Sn 
: To Pedant Paloma: Fas in poſture to he ſwitch” a. + A 


But 8 made the Dragon look as if he'd din bewitcht; 
St, George be was, Kc. 


The ang Thaleſtris was beantyful and bold, 1 
She ſear'd her Breafts with Iron hot, and bang' d her foes 


** 
with cold; 8 
Hy 


Huer hands Were like the tool wherewich Foe keeps prov 
mortal under 


Ti 
1 


ug, 
Carry'd away both Corn and Eggs, l; ke Ants from which. \ 


| Her Eye darts Lightning, that would blaft the proudeft ; 
And melt that Napier of his Soul in its corporeal ab- 5 
With geauty the great Lapland Charm'd, poor men the 


did bewitch all, | 
Still a blind whining Lover had, as Palas Lad ber 
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1 ſhone just like his Lightnivg, and batter'd like his 
Thunder; 


he that ſwagger d, 
bard; 


ſcreech- ow; 


| Herbeauty aud her Drum to foe dil cauſe amazement 


double, 


| As timerous Larks amazed are e withl ght and With a {Owe 


* 


| She kept the Cbaſtneſs of 2 Nu» in Armour 25 in a Cloy 


ſter, 


5 But George undid the Dragon, juſt as you'd uno an n Oy ſter ; 


S t. George be was, &c. 
Full fatal to the mans #25 the Cothagirian Hun ib, 
Him I mean who did them give a devil h thump at Come. 


| Moors thick as goats on Pen wir mar Rood cn tlie Alpe, G 


rank. - 
Their one. ey'd guide like blioking Mole bor'd through 
the hindring mount; 


Who batfled by the maſſy Rock, took Viregar for re. 0 


lief, 


| | Like Plow- men when wad hew their way — ftub- £ : 


Dorn roo: ot ＋ 


5 vour, | _ 
7 TY blinking Hial when on vile croud he Merriment a 


endeavour; 


And on harmonious timber aus a wretched tune ſo qui- 3 


= . - 


juſt H the Rom arf ſtunk at fight of Afri-wn conniver; : 
The tawny furtacs or his Phiz did ſerve inſtead of Vi- 


zZard 


| But George he made the Dragon have anda grumbling is 


his izard ; St. Georg: oc 5 8 
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Pendr. ig ike his Father Fo” was fed with Milk of Goat, | 
And like him made a noble ſhi-1d of — Goats ſhagged 

Cant sf 13 854 

On top © burriſd Helmet he did wear a Creſt of locks 


And Onions-heads with dreadful nods drew tears down | 
hoſtile check ? 
Itch and Welch blood did wake him and very prone - 3 
to ITE, | 
Was ting,” 4 with brimſtone like a match, and would 25 [ 
| Hon take fire I b 
and brimſtone he took inwardly, when Scurt gave him | 
VV 
Dis poſtern puff of win: Aas a gu! phureous exhalation N | 
3 he Erita'. ncver erg verse, but was tor adyerſe _— 
acubting;.---- 5 
. Nor ever turn'd his ba 8 to ought but to 2 poſt for. / 
„ Scruhping ; 5 
'1;s Sword woull 2 roc for Battle or for dinner if you | 1 
| pleaſe, | | —. 
When it kad lein a 0. ken 0c toſt a cj ire _ 
Cheeſe; 5 | E 
| we con and in their own blood did anabaptize N 
Pe 5 : 
ut Ce e he made the Dre gon an example to alt | 
Prag gone 3 „%% got E 
Sk. George Ie was, &c. , 
WIGS tsiſted Adder wore for knot abe her ſhoul- | 
dier, | ” 4 
Ihe kemb'd her hiſſing periwig ani curling Snakes dd | 
on ders 5 
teſe Snikes they made Ai Changeling: of all men \ that * 
" Won hits'd on, | [ frane . 0 
They tut ne Bariers into Hones, and Maſons to: ter 
worde Maguetick Aman her fhicld to ioad- ſtone 7 
changes, | I 
The amorous Jord by my tick Bet: c.ung fail ugto her : 5 
nhanches; 33 


"This 4 


for 


ire. 


Re - 
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This ſhield long Village did "A ect, and kept the At. 
my from Town, 

And chang'd the Bullies into \Rocks that came to in rade 
long C onpton; EC: 

The poſtdiluvian Stone unmans. and Pyrrha 4's wori: ur: 
ravels | 

And Stares De ucalions hardy boys into their primitive 
pe bhles; 15 

Red Noſ-s he £0 rubies turns and nodules into Bricks, | 


7: But George ade the Dragon de and gave him PR 
bloody flix | 


Sk. Enel was, &c. 


rave 1 ar wicls — 5 a: Dinner time cha!l: gd a G aut 
i Vance, 


And ftraight came out the unaciidy lout brim full of 
u rath and Cabbage; 


He had a Phiz of latitude and was full thick i'th middle 
The cheeks of puffed Trumpeter and paunch of $quire 
-”. Beadle 3 


But the Knight fell'd him like an Oak and did upon his - 
back tread, 


| The Valiant Guy his Weaſon cut and Arropus his pack- 


thread ; 


| : Beſides he fought with a Dun co v as ſay the Poets 


Witty, - 


A dreadful Dun, and horned too, like Dun of Oxford 


City; 


The fervent dog. days made her mad by cauling heat of 


_ weather, 


. Syrius and Procyon baited her as 2 Bull-dog did ber 


Father; 


SGraſiets nor Butchers this tell beaſt cer of her frolick 


_ hinder'd, 


Fobn Dorſet ſhe'd knock down as flat as Jobn knocks 


down his Kindred ; 


ler heels would lay ye all along and kick into a Swoon, 
Co heels at Frewtys ke ep up your Corps, but here 


twould beat you down 3 5 | 
Op: She 
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5 She vanquiſh'd many a ſturdy Knight and proud was of 


the bend ur, 


Was pufft by mauling Butchers ſo as if themſelyes had 


blown ber; 


At once ſhe kick d and puſh? d at Guy; but all that would 
not tright bim „ 


Who WAY ; his whin yard oer her loyn as if he'd gon 


He let Wot blood her frenzy to cure and eke he did her 


gall rip, 


0 His gane, blade 1 ke Cooks long Spit ran through the 


mo nſters hald rid 


He rear'd up the " vaſt crook'd rib inftead of arch 


Trimp" al, 


But Gee, - birth Dragon ſuch a pelt wich made bim 08 : 


his Bum fall 3 
dt. Cecig⸗ be was, xc. 


Steat / e the oMforing of Fours and fair Alemene, 


One part of him cele ſtiai was, che other part Terrene 5 


To Scale the Wals ots Cradle two fiery Snakes com- 
e 06, 


And juſt like unto Swallling cloaths about the Infaut 


wind z 
Zut he put out theſe Nragons fires and did their his. 


1 ng ftp 


red hot. Iron with hiſſing noiſe is quench' a1 in black · 


ſmiths Shop 
He cleansd a ſtable and abb d down the Horſes of new 
comers, 


And oat of Horſe dung he rais I Fame as Tom Wrench | 


does N ucurnbers 3 
| He made a river help him through, Ake was under 
= Gren . 


I be ſtream grumbling at office mean ran murm ring 50 


through the room; 


This liquid Oſtler to prevent being tired with el long 


work, 
"Wis Father Neptunes trident took lnſtead of three tooth'd 
"ny; fork | This 


But the undaunted Knight lift's up an Arm ob and 
e - 
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This Hercules as Soldier and as Spinſter could take pains 

His Chub it would ſome times Spinn flax and ſometimes 
knock out brains 3 

He was, forc'd to Spin his Miſs athift by uno s WIA? and 
her lpite, 

Fair Omphale whipt him to his wheel as en whip h. hal K- 
ing turnſpit; 

From man or Churn ke well knew how to get him laſt 
ing fame, | 

He'd bafte a Gyant til the bloed and milk to butter 
cars: | 


Otten he fought with huge bartoon, and often times 


he Boxed, 
Tap d a freſh monſter once a month as Hav dorh ſreſt 
ogſhead; 


1 1 Altea he gave a hag, ! uch as folks give! in Corn | 


wall, 


but Georg: ne aid the Dragon kill as dead as wp door 5 


nail; z 
St. George | be was, c. 


The valour of — it a not be forgotten, 


Who frem the Jaws cf wormblos1 ng Flies freed ſuppliaus | 
_ Veal and Mutton; - 


A {quadron of F Bes Errant again ft the ſoe appears. 5 
Wich Regiment of buzzing Wights and [warms of Volun- 5 


teers 3 


wy Warlike Waip incourag d them with's animating 


bumm, 


And the iond brazen Hornet he was their Kettle drum 3 
The Spaniard din Cartharido did him moſt ſorely peſter, 


and 1ais'd on skin of ventrous Knight full many a kla- 
guy bliſter; 


Abe whipt through hixbutton hole as through key hole 


A V'itch, 


And fab d him with alizle Tuck drawn from his Scab- 


bard breech ; 


Q 4 Am 
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And laſſit het fo that nere lay head and there lay bag 44 - 


| Honey; 
Tien 'mongft the rout he Jew as ſwift as Weapon made 
by Cycio/pr, 


And brave! y quell'd K Buz, by dint of maſly fy 


flaps 3 


Surviving Flies did Curſes breath, and Maggots teo at 


Cel, 

but Gec g. be ſay 'd the Dragons bear and Ackalon 
us bis Razor | 

St. George he wat, & c. 


The Gemini ſprung of an Egg were put into a | Cradle, - 
| Their brains with Knecks and bottl d Ale were oftentimes | 


Fon adde; 
And .carcely katck 4 theſe cons 5 of bim chat nuris the bolt 
| tr); i 6 :Icafe, : 


Wirth belmet ſhell on tender head did buſtle with red | 


Ey'd Polecat; 
(after a horſe man, Pollux tho' a boxer was I wiſt 


The one was fam'd for Iron heel the other for leaden fiſt; 


Pollux to ſhew he was a God when he was in a paſſion, 
Would firft make Noſes fall down flat by way of adora- 
tion; . 


is fit as ſure 2s Frencb diſcaſe demolliht Noſes 
ridges, bridges; 

Ile like a certain Lord was fam'd for break ing down of 

__ C'ofior tlie flame of — Reed with well tpur'd Boots 


took down, [Town 
As men with leathern Buckets do quench fire in a 


Nis Famous Horſe that livd on Oats is Sung on Oaten 


EY Yn 
Ay Bard immortal provender the Nag urvireth ſtil: 


| This brood of Eggs on none but rogues employ'd cheir 


brisk Artillery, 


E They flew as naturally at a rogue as Eggs at Knayes on 


Zr; 
Much ſweat they ſ ent in furious fight, much blood they 
did 3 


Their 


. i 
22 


| * 0 


* 


And out ot haunch o 
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Their whites they vented through their pores, cel 


yolks through gaping wound, 

Then both from blood and duſt were cleans d to make 2 
heavenly ſign, | 

The lads 11 like their Armour were ſcour d ard hang d 
up to ſhinèe, 

Thus were the heay' aly double Dicks the ſons of Fovs 
and Tinder, 


But George he cut the Dragon up a0 t had bin duck or 


Winder; St- George he was, Ko | 


By. Boar Spear Meles ige acquird a lafting name, 
bafted Swine he hew'd eternal fame; 
The beaft the Heroes Trouzers ript and rudely ſheu d 
his bare breech, 
Prickt but the Wem and out their came Heroick Gus 
and Garbdadge ; 


Leggs were ſecur'd with Iron boots no more than ne2s 


by peas cods 


Braſs helmets wich incloſed Skulls would crackle i 


mouth like cheſnuts ; 


His tawny Hairs erected were by rage that was reſiſticls, 


iv. -: 


And wrath inſtead of Coblers wax did ſtiffen his riſing | 
briſtles 3 
His Tusks lay'd doggs to ſleep that whi Ip nor bugt: horn 
could Wake. em, 
It made them vent both their laſt blood and their lik 
Aloumgrecum 3 3 


7 at the Knight gor'd him with his ſpear to make of bin = 


- a tame one. 


And Arrows thick in ted of Cloyes he ſtuck in Mon:: ters 


gammwon; 
For Monunental pillar that his Victory might be know n 


Hie rais'd up in Cylindrick form a Collar of the Bran, 
He ſent his ſhade to ſhades b-low in Sg mud to 


wallo , | 

And eke the ſtout St, Gewge eft ſoon he made the Dragon 
follow; 

St. George be gas, &c. | EO 

Q 5 POES,--: 


339 "Þ il to args 23 
-- { Scorch * 


{ a Was | ia the Month of May Joe, When zue felt 1 * 

(py'd; 

He luk'd as fair 25 day too, Gude gin 7d bin his Bride: a 
With Cole black Eyne and Milk white hand, 


Iſe ne er yet ſaw the Like; 


I wihT had gin aw my Land, 


Ife ne et had ſeen the Tike, | 


ne fix d his Eyne upon me, With aw the figns of Love; ; 
Ie thought they wou'd gang through me, So fiercely they 
Hie tuke me in his eager Arms, {did move : 


lſe made but faint denials; 
Fe then alas found aw his Charms, 
Woe worth ſuch tatal trials. 


* The Bonny Lad at laft Foe, u was forc'd toll gang away; 
| Put 17 ſe had eane ſtuck faſt tho, Full Nine Months from 
1 | And now poor Jennys Maiden head, : that day: 


| 


Shame on't they find its loſt ; 
I he little brat has aw betray d 
Was ever lass thus cri a. 


— 
1 
i % 


> 


E 
% 


> 
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On Several Occaſions 


The FRYER and the MA1D. 


* td 


| A S I lay muſing all alone 


A merry Tale I thought upon; 


Nor liften a while and T will you tell 


Ofa Fryer that lov'd a Bonny Laſs well. 


He came to her when ſhe was going to bed, 
Deſiring to have her Maiden head; "Us 


- But ſhe denyed his de fire, 


And ſaid that ſhe did fear Hell fre. 


Tuhh, tuſk, quoth the Eryer, thou needſt not doubt, 


If chon were't in Hell I could ting thee out: 


Why then, quoth the Maid thou ſhalt have Wy requeſt 3 


The e Fryer was as glad as a Fox in his Ne 


But one thing more I muft requeſt, 


More than to ſing me out of Hell-fire, 


That is for doing of the thing, 


An Angel of Money you muſt me bring, 


= 1 aſh, tuſn quoth the Fryer, we two ſhall agree, 


No Money ſhall part thee and me; F 


Before thy company I will lack, 


Tu pawn the gray Gown off "mp back. 


The Mail bethought her on 2 Wile, 


How he "oy this Fryer — j 
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When he was gone, the truth to tell, 
She hung a Cloth before a Well, 


The Fryer came as his bargain was, 
With money unto his bonny Lats ; 


Good morrow, Fair Maid. good morrow quoth ſne; . 


Here is the Nane; 1 promis d thee. 


the thank'd him, and ſhe took the money : 
Now let's go to't my own dear Honey : 
Nay ftay a while ſome reſpite make, 
"It my Mafter (bould come he would us take . 


Alas L quoth.the Maid my Maſter doth come; 

Alas! 

Schind yon Cloth run thou quoth ſhe, 
For there wy Maſter cannot ſcc. 


Behind the Cloth the Fry er went, ED 
OT 3 was in che Well incontinent : 
Alas! quoth he I'm in the well; 
No matter quoth de if thou wer't in Hull, 


Thou ſaid hou could'ſt ſing me out of Hell, 

I prithe hong thy ſelf out of the Well; 

Sing out quoth ſhe with all thy might, 
Or elle thou rt like to ſing there all night 


Th: Fryer lang out with 2 pitiful fad, 

On! help me out or ] ſhall be drown 4: 

She heard him make ſuch pitiful woan, 
She hope him. out and bid bim 80 home. 


Quoth the Erver I never was (erv'd ſo before; : 
Away quoth the Wench come here no more : 
The Fryer he walk d along the ftreet 

A8 if he had been a new waſh'd ſheep. 


Sing hey down a derry ; and lets b⸗ my. 


_ and from ſuch an ever keep. 


quoth the Fryer where thall I run; 


Th- 


— — 


— — 
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7 The Virtue of 840 K, by Dr. Hen. Edwards. 


Etch me Ben. Fobnſon's Skull, and fill't with Sack, 
Rich as the ſame he drank, when the whole yur 


Ot jolly ſiſters pledg'd, and did agree 
It was no ſin to de as drunk as he: 


If there be any weakneſs in the wine, 
There's virtue in the Cup to make't divine; 


This muddy drench of Ale does taſt too muck Y 


Of earth, the Mault retains a ſcurvy touch 


Of the dull hand that ſows it; and I fear 


There's Hereſie in Hops; give Calvin Beer, 


And his precile Diſciples, ſuch as think _ 
There's Powder treaſon in all Sp2yiſh drink; 


Call Sack an Idol, nor will kiſs the Cup, 


For fear their Conventicle be blown up 
With ſuperſtition; give to theſe Brew-houſe alms 
Whoſe beft mirth is Six ſhillings Beer, and Plalms : 


Let me rejoyce in ſprightly Sack, that can 


- Creatc a brain even in an empty Pal | 


Canzy i it's thou that doſt inſpire 


And attuate the ſoul with heavenly fire; 


That thou ſublim'ft the Genius making Wit 
Scorn earth, and ſuch as love or live by it; 


Thou mak-"it us Lord of Regions large and fair, 
_ Whi!t our conceits build Caſtles ia the air: 
Since fire, earth, air, thus thy inferiors be 
Flenceforth VU know no Element but thee : 
Thou precious El:/xir of all Grapes! 
Welcome by thee our Muſe begins her ſcapes, 
Such is the worth of Sack; Iam (methinks) | 


In the Excheguer now, hark how it e 


And do eſteem my venerable ſelf 
As brave a fellow, as if al! the pelf 
Were ſure mine on; and I have thought a: way 
Already how to f. Den it; I would pay 


No debts, but tairly empty every trunk 
And gs th e gold for ack to 8 me drunk: 
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| And ſo by conſequence till rich Spaint wine 


Being in my crown, the Indies too were mine: 


And when my Brains are once a foot (heaven bleſs us!) 


I think my ſelf a better man than Cræſus, 


| And now do conceit my ſelf a Judge, 


And coughing laugh to ſee my clients 1 


After My Lordſhips Coach unto the Hall 
For Juffice and am full of Law withal. 
And do become the Rench as well as he 


That fled long ſince for want of honefty : 


But T'll be Judge no longer though in jeſt, 
For fear 1 ſhould be talk d with like the teſt 
When J am ſober ; who can chuſe but think 
Me wile, that am ſo wary in my drink! 
Oh admirable ſack ! here's dainty ſport, 
1 am come back from Meſtminſter to Court; 
And am grown young again; my Ptiſick now 
 Hath left me, and my. Judges graver brow 
js ſmooth'd, aud I turn'd amorous as May, 
When ſhe invites young lovers forth to play 


Upon her flow'ry boſom 1 could win 


A Veſtal now, or tempt a Queen to fin, 


| On for a ſcore of Queens l you'd laugh to ſee 


Hou they wov'd ſtrive which firft ſhould raviſh me. | 


Three Goddeſſes were nothing: Sack has tipt 


— —— 


My Tongue with charms like thoſe which Pois fipt 


From Venus when ſhe taught him how to kiſs 


Fair Hellen, and invite a fairer bliſs: 
Mine is Canary-rbeturict, that alone 
Would turn Dima to a burnimg ſage: 
Some with amazement, hurning with loves fire, 
Hard. to che touch, but ſhort in her defire. 
Ineſtimabſe Sack | thou mak'ft us rich, 
_ Wiſe. amorous any thing; I have an itch k 
To t'other Cup ant that perchance will make 
Ne va iant too, and quarrel for thy ſake; 
If I be onc: inflam'd again thy Noſe 
That coul pr ach down thy worth in ſmall- beer r proſe, 


1 ſhonl4 do miracles as bad or worte, 


2 as he that gave the King an hundred Horſe. To 


I. 


8 


- 


Die th to tb' life meavs t0 expreſs the fight | 


5 And like a challenger begins to crow, 


Pits to pods Mela), == 
T'other odd cup, and I ſhall be Fo 


To ſnatch at Stars, and pluck down a TRY 

With mine own hands from Fove upon their — 

bat are, or Chess his Enemies or Sack s, 

Let it be full if I do chance to ſpill += 

3 my Standiſh by the way, I wil hy 
Dipping in this diviner Ink my pen, 

e my ſelf * and ny K 


0 . of 9 the Norfolk, and the wit i 
bich, y Mr. Tho. Randolph. 


1 0 G you teme Gallons you that have the neme, 
And would accounted be Cocks of the Game, 
That bave brave ſpurs to ſhew for't and con crow, 

And count all durg. bill breed that cannot 

Fuch pairted Plumes as yoursy that think no vice, 
Vith Cock-like luſt to tread your Cockatrice + 
Though Peacocks, Wood-cocks, Wearber-cocks you be, 
IF you're net figbtiag Cocks y'ure not for me- 

l of two fe ather'd Combatams will write, 


| Muſt make bis int oe blood which they 414 ſpill, 
4 from their Hir 8 pings borrow bis quill. 


10 ſooner were the doubtful people ſet, | 
The matches made, and all that would had bet, 
But ſtraight the skilſul Judges of the play, 3 
Bring fot eir ſharp heel'd Warriors and they 
Were linen bags, as if 'twere meet, 

| Refore th-y dy'd to have their winding ſheet. 
with that into th' pit they are put, and when they were 
goth on their feet, the Norfall Chanticleere _ 
I.ooks ſtoutly at his ne er b-fore {een foe 


And ſhakes his wings, as If he would diſplay . 

His warlike colours which were black and gray: 

| 2 time the wary Wisbicb walks and breaths 
His agtive body, and in fury wreaths _ Hi 
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His comely creſt, and often looking down, 
He whets his angry beak upon the ground : 
With that they meet, not like the Coward breed 
Of A ſop, that can better fight than feed: 
They ſcorn the D in, tis their only prize 
TI o dig for pearl wiſh <: each others eyes. 
They | fight ſo long that it was hard to know. 
Toth' skilful whether they did fight or no, 
Had not the blood which died the fatal flooy 
Zorn witneſs of it; yet they fight the more, 
As if each wound were but aſpur to prick _ 
Their fury forward lightning's not more quick _ 
Nor red then were their eyes: 'twas hard to know 5 
Whether it was blood or anger made them ſo 
And ſure they had been out, had not they food * 
More ſafe by being fencd in by blood. OY 
| Yet Rtill they fight but now (alas! ) at length | 
Although their courage be full try'd their ftrength 
And blood began to ebb; you that have ſeen 
'A water Combate on the ſea, between 
_ Tworoaring angry boyling billows, how 7 
They march and meet and daſh their curled brows 
Swelling like graves as is they ad incend- 
To intomb each other, c're the quarrel end: ; 
But when the wind is down, and bluftring weather, 
They are made friends and ſweetly run together, 


. May think theſe Champir ns ſuch; their combs grow low 5 


And they that leapt even now, noi ſcarce can go: 
Their wings which lately at each blow they C apt 
(As if they did applaud themſelves now flapt) 
And having loft the advantage of the Heel 2 
Drunk with each others blood they only reel. 
From either eyes ſuch drops of blood did fall, 
As if they wept them for their Funeral. 
And yet they fain would fight, they came lv ncar, 


| As if they meant into each. others car 


To whiſper death; and when they cannot riſe, | 


Y They lie and 100k blous in each others + 7-- I 7 


But now the Tragick part af = the wo 


When r Cock had get the beſt ofu, And 


—— 
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And Iisbich lay a dying ſo that none. 


Though ſober, but might venture ſeven to one, 
Cont ractiug (like a dying Taper) all 5 


+ force as meaning with that blow to fall; 
He ftruggles up and having taken wind, 


Fencures 2a blow and ftrikes the other blind. 


And now poor Norfolk having loſt his eyes, 
Fights only guided by Antipathies : 


With him (alas) the proy erb holds not true, 
The blows his eyes ne er ſec his heart muſt rue. 
At length by chance he ſtumbled on his foe, 
Not having any power to ſtrike a blow, 
He falls upon him with a wounded bead, 
And makes his conquering wings bis Feather-bed : 
Where lying ſick his friends were very charie 
Of him, and fetcht in haft an Apothecary ; 
But all in vain his body did ſo bliſterrv 
That 'twas incapable of any gliſter; 
Wherefore at length opening his fainting bill 
* call'd a Scrirner, and thus made d will. 


I Nprimis, Let ir never be forg! or, 
My body freely I bequeatb 0 1 bt 


D Deceml to be boil'd, and for its tomb 
Let it he burted in ſome hurgry wonb, 


Item. E x2curors I will have none, 


But he that on my ſide Ld ſeven 10 ore: 
And like a Gertlemam that be may live, 

To him. and to his heirs my Comb J give, 
Together with my brains, that all may know, 
Iba ofternmes bis rains did ule to crow, 
Item. It is my will to the weaker es . 

Whoſe Wives complain of them, I give * n 
Jo bim that's du'l I do my Spurs impart; 


And to th: Coward 1 bequeath my beat: 4 


Jo Ladies that are light it is my will, 
My feathers ſhould be given; and for my bit 
Td give 1 but it is ſo ſhort, 
Te: Pm a 75270 uber . ne e for t; 


* 


and 
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And for the Apotbec ries fee who meant 
Po give me 4 Giifter, let my rump be ſent, 
| Laſtly becauſe I feel my life decay, 
I yield andgive to Wisbich C ock the day, 


8 — 


0 FART inthe Parliament-Houſe, = 
By S. ) OHN SUCKLING. | 


| Oun came Grave Ancient Sir Fobn Croote 
IJ And read his meſſage in a book, 
Very well quot h HH ill. Norris is it lo, 
But Mr. / ym's Tayl cry'd no. . 
Fye. quoth Alderman Ailins, I like not this paſſage 
To have a Fart inter volu tary in the midſt uf a Mciage 
FThen up ſtarts one fuller of Devotion 
Than Eloquence, and ſaid a very ill mot ion: 
Not ſo net ner quoth Sir Henry Fenking, 
The Motion was good hut for the ſtinking; 
Quoth Sir Berry Poole t was an audacious trick 
Io fart in the Face of the body Polirick _ 
Sir Ferome in Folio {wore by the Miſs 5 
This fart was enough to have blown a glals: 
Quezr5 inen Sir F-19-ne the 1f-r ſuch an abuſe 
Was never offer d in Poland nor Pruce, 3 
Quoth Sir &ichard 7. org, a Juftice ith' Quorum | 
Would takt in Snuff to have a fart let before bim: 


1 would make of this Fart a bolt or a Shaft 
Then quoth Sir Fob» Mor to his great commendation, 

I will {peak co this Houſe in my wonted faſhion, 
Now ſurcly ſays he, For as much as how be it 

This fact to the Serjeant we mutt commit. 

No quot h the Serjeant low bending his knees 

Farts oft wiil break Priſons hut never Pay Fees : 

Beſides this Motion with ſmall reaſon ſtands, 

To charge me with what I cant keepin my hands: 
Quoth Sir Walter Cope, twas ſo readily let, 
I would it were ſweet enough for my Cabinet. Why 


If it would bear an Action quoth Sir Thomas Holetraft, = 
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Why then Sir Walter (quoth Sir William Fleerwood) | 


Speak no more of it but bury it with ſweetwood, 
Grave Senate, quoth Dur comb, upon my ſalvation 


This Fart ſtands in need of ſome great Reformation. 
Quoth Mr Carrwright, upon my con ſcience, | 
It would bereform'd with a little Frankincenſe. 
Quoth Sir Roger Addon it would much mend the matter 
It this Fart were ſhaven and waſh't with Roſe-water, 
Per verbum principis, how dare I tell it, 
A Fart by here- ſay and not ſee it nor ſmell 3 
I am glad quoth Sir Sam. Lewknor we have found a thing, . 
That no Tale-bearer can carry it the Eng. 5 5 
Such a Fart as this was never ſeen 
Quoth the learned council of the Queen. 
| Yerquorh Sir Hugh B-fton the like hath deen 
Let ia a Dance before the Qu en. 
Then ſaid Mr. Leak I have a prefident in fore. 


His Father Farted laſt Seſhon before. 


4 bill muſt be drawn then quot h Sir Fo bn. Bua 
Or a. ſelected Committee quickly to pen it, 
Why quoth Dr. Crompion, no man can dra 


1 This kart within the campaſs of the Civil LAW: 


Quoth Mr, Fores by the Law't may be douc, 
Being a tart jntayl'd from Father to Son; 
In troth quoth Mr, Brock this Speech was no Iye, 
This Fart was one of your Pet Nati: . 
Quo h William Paddy he dare affure'em „ 
Though 'twere Contra Modeſtiam 't is not præter 1am: i 
Beſides by the Aphoriſms of mv art „ 
Had he not been deliver d h'ad been ſick of a Fart, 
Then quoth the Kecorder, the mouth of the City. 
To have ſmother'd that Fart had been great pity. 
It is moſt certain quoth Sir #umpbry Bhemwig⁊ 
| That around Fart is better than a ftinking fade + 
Have Patience Gentlemen. quoth Sir Francis Bacon, 
There's none of us all but may be miſtakenn 
_ Why right quoth the great Attorney 1 confeſs 
The Eccho ot ones Aw | is a 5 
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The Geneva Bailad By the Aut bor of 


Hudibraſs. 


'E all the Faction j in the Tous, | 
Mov'd by French Springs or Flemiſb Wieel:, 
None treads Religion upſide down, | 
Or tears Preterces out at heels, 
Like Sp/ay-mouth with his brace of Caps, 


Whoſe Conſcience might be ſcan'd „ : 


By the Dimenfgons of his Chaps. 


He whom the siſters ſo adore, : 
Counting his Actions all Divine, 
Who when the Spirit hints can roar, 
And if occaſion ſerves can whine z 
| Nay he can bellow, bray or bark. 
Was ever /ike 2 Beuk learn'd Clerk, 
That ſpeaks all * of the Ark. 


: 10 draw i in Proſelytes like Bees, 5 
With pleaſyy Twarg be tones his Proſe, 
Hie gives his Hand-kerchief a ſqueez, 
And draws Fobn Calvin through his Note, 
Motive on Motive he obtrudes, 
With Slip-ſtoctin Similtudes, 5 
Eisbt Uſes more, and fo concludes. 


When Monarchy began to bleed, 
And Treaſon had a fine new name; 
When Thames was balderdaſh'd with Tweed, 
And Pulpits did like Beacons flame 
When Jeroboam's Calves were rear d, 
And Laud was neither loy'd nor fear 
"This Goſpe? Comer firſt appear d. 


Soon his nnhallow'd Fingers ſtrip d | 

His Sov'reign Liege of Power and Land, 

And having ſmote his Mafter, lip d 
His Sword into his Fellows hand, 


| 
— 


| 


| Poor Fyg/and felt his Fury then 


As it the Wind could ſtand North Sou, 
Brooke Myſes's Law with bleſt intent, 


Io rally up the Saints in Swarms, _ 
ie bawls aloud, S's {ave your Sins, 
But whiſpers, Boys ſtand 10 your Arms. 


Al igiſtrates he regards no more 
Than St. George or the Kings of Colen; 
Voau ing hell not conform bene 
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But he that wears his Eyes may note, N 

Ofttimes the Butcher binds a Goat, 
And leaves his Boy to cut her Throat. 


Out-weightd Queen us many grains; 

His very Preaching {lew*more men, 

Than Bonner's Faggots, Stakes and Chains. 
With Dog-ſtar Tal and Lungs like Boreas 
He fought and taught; and what's notorious, 

Deſtroy'd bis Lord to make him Glorious, 


Vet drew for Xivg and Parliament 3 


Murther'd and then he wip'd his mouth, 
Oblivion alters not his caſe, _ 
Nor Clemency nor Acts of Grace 
Can blanch an Athiopian's Face. 


' Ripe for Rebellion he begias 


Thus he's grown inſolently rule, 
Thinking his Gods can't be iubuul, 
Mane, I mean, and Multirudc, 


be Old-wives wind their Dead in Weollen, 

Ne calls the Biſhop, Grey-beard Grff, 
And makes his Power as mere a Scott, 
As Degen, when his Hands were off, 


Hark! how he ovens with full Cry! 
Hallo my , beware R Q ME, 
Covards that are afraid to die 
Thus make domcfiick Exeils at home. 
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| How quictly Great CHA RLES might reign, 
Would all theſe Hot-(purs croſs the Main, 


And preach down Popery in * 


The ſtarry Rule of Heayen is fixt, 
There's no diſſention in the Sky : 
And can there be a Mean betwirt 
Confuſion and Conformity? 

A Place divided never thrives: 


Tis bad were Hornets dwell in Hives, D 
ut worſe where Children Play with Knives, | 


| 3 would 23 ſoon turn back to Maſs, 
Or change my phraſe to thee and bon; 
Let the Pope ride me like an Als © 
Aud his Prieſts milk me like a Cow: 

A s buckle to Smedymnum Laws. - -- 


The bad etfects o'th' the Good Ola [Cant 
That have Dove's Plumes, but Vultur's Clan, | 


rot tus the Huly Kirk that nure'd | 
The Browniffs and the Kanter: Crews 
Toul Errors motly Vefture fick 
Was coated in a Northern Blue. 
And what's th' Enthuſtaſtick breed, 
Dor men of Kipperdolirg's, Cre-d, 
But Cov'nanters run up to ſeed 3 


5 ret they all cry, they love the King, 
And make boaft of their Innocence: 

There cannot be ſo vile a think, 

| But may be colour'd with Pretence, 
Let when all's ſaid, one thing I'll (wear, 

No Subject like th old Cavalier, 

0 Traitor like ZING 5 


FINIS. 
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| B O00KS lately printed, and Reprinted, for” 


1 O Rpheus Britannicus, the firft and ſecond 8 


fico d, or er Engraven, Price ſtitch d 1 $. 6 4. 


Henry Playford, at his Shop in the Tem. 
ple-C bange F leet · ſtreet. 


a Collection of the late Mr. Henry Purcelłs Songs, 
for One Tuo and Three Voices, in Folio. Price bound 
the firſt 1 J. the ſecond 12 5. or Compleat 1 J. 10 5, 
Dr. Blow's Choice Colle&ion of Leſſons, for the ! 


The 1adzs Benquer, Bring a Choice Collection of the. 


| Neweſt and moſt airy Le ſſons for the H cord or Spinett 


cory uſeful for Beginners and all others that are lovers 


of theſe Inſtruments Set by our beſt Mafters, To be An- 
nrally contiau'd, neatly Engraved on Copper Plates for 1 


the year 170 2 price ſticcht, 1 5. 6 4. ; 
The Imrrodution to the Still of Muſick, The rath. 


Edition with large Additions To which is added the 
whole Art of Compoſition by the late Mr. Henry Purcell. 


being done on the new Lyed Note, and more Compleat 1 
than ever before. Price bound 2 1. | | 


The Diviſion Violin in 2 Books, being al the bet | 
cm_ and Diviſions, the ub. Edition, Price of both 
45 6 5 | 

The ſecond Book of the Plexſon Muſical Companion : * 
Being a choice Collection of Catches, For Three and 


four Voices; che Fourth Edi itiou corredted and much en · 5 
larged. Price 23. 8 


A Collection of Original Leech Tuns full of the 


Highland Humour, containing about 40 in Number p he 
Second Edition. with Additions Price 64. 


The whole Book of Pſalms in Three Parts by Join 4 


Plazford, as they are ſung in Pariſh Churches; to which is 


added a Table of all the Trevles and what "Pſalms 7 


_ ſung to them. The 1, Edition in 0Z v0. Price bound | 


5, 6d. 


” The New Treaſury of Muſick in Folio, being the beſt - 
| Collettion of Long - Books for n 20 Years pait Price 


born! 


y nd” » # 
* * : * * v 


4 


* 


— 25 . 
Jing le Songs $1 the Opera of Nu: 5 Alba, or gift $ 
"= Triumph ſet by Mr. Daniel Purcel. Price ftich'd 1 5. 


> Single Songs in the Opera of the Wrld in the Moon. Price | 


| Riicht 64. 
The whole Volume of the Monthly Colections, lnti- 


tnled Mercurius Muſicus (for the year 1699. 1700. 1701.) 

| Compoſed for the Theatres and other Occaſions: With a 
I borow Baſs for the Zarpſicord or Spinett. The Songs that 

are not within the Compaſs being Tranſpos'd for the 


Flute at the end of each Month. Price of the firft Vol- 
8 Title, 
pPrice 2564. 


theſe Ten years paft. 


_ fingly bound by it ſelf 2 . 


Chacones, and Cibele, containing tix times ſo many 
38 6:4. 
_ taining the Beft Diviſions and Groundsz Engraved u 


: Copper-Plates; Newly. Repriate!. Price of The ſt 
25, 6 4, The fccond 13. 6 4, | : 


lume 35, 6 d. The ſecond Vollume 3 5. 6 4. The 3d. 


Vollume 2: ,6 d. and the fingle Books 6 d. but for the 
future will be printed in fiogle Songs with the former - 


n ond Arch: Or pill, 10 purge de Being 
8 a Collection of the Beft Old and New Ballads and | 
Songs containing near 200, with the Tunes to. each. . 


The Second Bock of Wi: ard Mirth. or pit 70 purge 
__ Melancholy Price 2 5. 64. in which two Books you will find 
moſt of the ſingle Songs that las been cut on Cepper for 1 


The Divine Companion, or a C W of eaſie Aymm, 

and Anthems, for the farther improvement of thoſe that 
have made a vrogrels in Pl Hf Pſalms; ſtitch'd 1. 64 
bound up with the Pſaims and Common Prayer, 85; and 


Apollo Bunguer Reævivd; Containing the New and 
eaſieſt Inſtructions for the Ivelle Violin, with Variety ot. 
the Beſt an Choiceit AYTS, Jig ge, Minvets, Sdrabrands 
Tunes as the lick _Engrav ed Books. Price ſtich 9 | 


The Diviſion Fiolie, the fir and Second Books con. 8 


